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P R E F A C E. 


S the occaſion of this Poem was real, not 
fiitious; ſo the method purſued in it, 


was rather impoſed by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe 
in the Author's mind on that occaſion, than 


meditated or deſigned ; which will appear very 


probable from the nature of it. For it differs 
from the common mode of Poetry, which is, 
from long narrations to draw ſhort morals. 


Here, on the contrary, the narrative is ſhort, 


and the morality ariſing from it makes the bulk 
of the Poem. The reaſon of it is, That the 


facts mentioned did naturally pour theſe moral _ 


reflections on the thought of the Writer, 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. 


O N 


LIFE, DEATH, axp IMMORTALITY. 


To 5 Ricur HorovganLz 
ARTHUR ONSLOW, Eq 


SPEAKER or THE Hovsz 07 CSN. 
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T* Nature's Greet reſtorer, balmy Sicep ? 
He like the world, his ready viſit pays 


5 Where fortune {miles ; the wretched he lpriakes 3 


Swilt on his downy pinion flees from woe, 

And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 
From thort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, 

I wake : How happy they, who wake no more! 

Yet that were vain, if dream's infeſt the grave. 

T1 wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams 


Tumultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding thoug"t, 


Fro be, | 
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Is ſunihine to the colour of-my tate. 
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, Tu CoMPLATlNT Night 1. 
Frou wave to wave of fancy'd miſery. 

t random drove, her helm of rea ſon loſt. 
Though now reitor'd, tis only chang ge of pain, ö 
(A biger change :) ſeverer for ſev 2 
The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs; and Night, 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark damain, 


Night, {able goddeſs !drom.her cbon throne, 
In reyleis majeity, now ſiretches forth 
Her lea en ſceptre o'er a Emmb'ring world. 
Silence, how dead! and darknels, how profound! 
Nor eye, nor 11:t ning car, an object finds 3 
Creation ſlecps. Lis as the gen'ral pulſe 
On life Hood ml, and nature made a a j 
In awful rauſe! 1 of her end. 
And bet her prophely be icon fulfill 4 
drop the curtains i can Joſe no more. 
"Silence and darkne!s! ſolemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient Nig ht, who nurſe the tender thought 
5 Realon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 
{That column of true majeſty in man) 
Ag n me; I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave, vour kingdem: There this ſrame ſhall fall 
A viii ban your dreary. ſhrine. 
But what are ye? 
THOU, who didſt put to fight | » 
Primæral Silenes, when the morning ſtars, 4 
'zulting, ſhouted o'er the rifing ball; = 
©) THOU, whoſe. word from ſolid darkneſs iruck 4 
That ſrark, the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my foul ; . 
; 1 Y ſoul, which flies "to Thee, her truſt, her enfin ö 
s miſers to their gold, while others fe i 
| Thron Sh this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, | 
$313 double night, tranſmit one pitying ra y. 
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0 lehten and to cher. O lead my mind, 
min chat ſain would wender from its woe) 
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On Lirr, Darn, ARD IMMORTALITY SG; z 
cad it throug! 11 various lecnes of Life a aeatl 


An from caci icene the nobioft wks 4 i . 
Nor leis inipir2 my Conduct, than my Song; 
Teach my beit reaion, reaſon; my beſt wall 
Teach rechitude; and fiz my rn: 'reielve 


- Wiidom to ved, and pay lier 1082 arrœar; 


Nor let the phiaz of thy ven ANCE, pour'd 
On this devoted head, bc pour'd in 


Vain. 


The bell firikes O; 8. Vo: take no note of tithe 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongut 
Is wiie in man-. As if an angel! poke, 
I tee] the ſolemn found. If he ara arigkt, 


It is the Knoll of my departed hours; 
Where ate they ? With the Years be 
It is tho. ſignal that demards 
How mucn is to be done? My ncheg and fears 


Start up alarm'd, and o'er Vi 5 narrow VETES 


ond the 4. 
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Look Se Dir WHAT: 2 ſathonilels abyſs; » 
A dread eternity! how ſurely. mine | 
And can ctermty ; belon; 1Z do mo, 
Poor penſioner on the bountics of an hour! 
e pour, ho rich, a0 W . 0 ON auguſt, 


How complicate how wonderful is man 2 - 
How pailing g wonde: HE, ho mace hint ſuch! 


Who centred in gur make ſucn range extremes 
From diff'rent natures ene, mixt, 
Gonnczilon cane of aitant Wor bs « l 


Diitingwil'd liak in being's endieis chain! 
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A beam eth crval, Tally e, and ablerpt! 
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Dum miliiiature of gręatneſs abſoluto 


An heir or glory {a frail child of dat! 
Hchtleis LT L 1n{ect infinite! 
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4 Tur Ce Mr . II n T. Night 1. 


2 


Thought wonders up and down, ſurpriz d, achaſt, 

And wond' ring at her own: How reaſon Tecls! 

© what a miracle to man is man, 

1 riumphantly diſtreſs'd! what joy, what dreac : 
ternately tranſported, and alarm'd ! 

What can preſerve my life ! or what deſtroy ! 

An angels arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

Tis paſt conjecture 3 all things riſe in proof: 
White o'er my limbs ſleep s ſott dominion ſpread, 
What though my ſoul phantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'er fairy fields 3 or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of path]>ſ; wood x or down the craggy iteep, 
Hurl'd headlong, Tram with pain the mantled pool; 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain? _ 
Her ceaſcleſs flight, tho) devious, ſpeaks her nature 
Ot ſagtier eſſence than the trodden clod; 

Acbve, eral, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her groſs companion s fall, 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims my foul immortal 
Ev'n filent night proclat ms eternal day. 

For human weal, heav'n huſbands all events; 
Dull llezp ;infiradts, nor ſport vain dreams in vain. 
Why then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around, 

in infidel diſtreſs? Are Angel's there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, ethercal fire ? 

They live! they greatly live a life on earth. 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd 3 and from an eye 

Of tendernefs let heav 'nly pity fall 

On me, more juſtly number'd with the dead. 
This is the deſart, this the ſolitude; 

Ho populous, how vital, is the g grave 

his 18 creation's melancholy vault, 

T he vale funercal, the {ad oyprets gloom; 
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= Subſtance 3 the reverſe 1s olly* s creed : 


Ox Lirz, Darß, axD IMMORTALITY» 


The land of apparitions, empty ſhacles! 

All, all en carth, is Shadow, all beyond 

How ſolid all, where change ſhall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dùim dawn, 

The twilight of our day, the veſtibule z 

Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 

Strong death, alone can heave the maſty bar, 
This groſs imped; ment of clay remove, 

And make us embryos of exiitence free. 

From real life, but little more remote 

Is he, not vet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, ſlumb'ring in his fire. 

Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the ſhel!, 

Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
The lite of gods, O tran! port! and of man. 

Yet many tool man! here buries all his thouptit:: 

Inters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 

Priloner of carch, 5 pent bencach the moon, 
Here pinions all his wifhes; wing'd by heav'n 

Ta ily at infinite; and rea ch it there, 

Where ſcraphs gather immortality, 

Or. life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of Gcd. 
hat golden joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow, 
In HIS full beam, and ripen for the juft, 

Where momentary ages are no more } 

Where time, and pain, and Chance, and death expire : 
And is ic in the flight of three core Years, 
To puſh eternit, om human thought, 
And ſnother fouls immortal in the dub. 
A ſoul immortal, pena! ing all her 5 
Waſting her e it Krenuous dlenefl 5 
Thrown into ant, rap tur 'd, or alarm'd, 
At aught this {23g can th reaten or indulge, 
Reſembles ocean into tsmpeit wrought, 

To wat a feather, or. to drown a fly. 
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Of? mould'ring mud, is royalty to me! 


Ref are you lodg' d above theſe relling ſpheres 5” 


6 TH. UO LAIN T. Night, 


O ho ſelf- fetter'd was my grov'ling ſoul! 

iow, Ike a worm, wes I Wrapt. round and round 

In ſulken thought, Wich reptiic Fancy ſpun, 

Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded o'cr 

Witt ſoft conceit of endleis comfort there, 

Ner yet put forth her wings to reach the {r:10s ! 
Nigoht-viſiens may befriend (as ſung above) : - + 

Gur walking dreams US ſatal. How Ii dreamt. 

Of things unpoſſible ! (Could ſleep do more?) 

f joys Perpetual. in perpetual change! 

Of ſtable picaſures on the tofling wave. 

Eternal ſunſhine in the forms of life! 

How richly were my noon tide trances ay ng 

With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictur'd 'oys: - 

Joy behind joy. in endleſs perſpective | 

Till at death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 

Calls daily for his millions ata meal, 1 

Starting I woke, and found myſelf vndone, | \ 

Wacre now my phrenzy's pompou furniture 

The cobweb'd cottage, with its ra gged wall. 

The ſpider's mot atteruntzd thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On cartbly bleſs; it breal:s at every brecze. 
O ye ble ſcenes of permanent delight ! 

Full, above meaſure! Jaiting, beyond bonds! 

A perpett wty cf bleſs is bleſs, 

Go uld you, fo rich in Foprare, ſear an end, 

That ghafily thought would drink up > af your jov, 

And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 


The balefal influence of whoſe giddy dances. 
She lad viciſitude on. all! beneath, | 
Here tceins With revolution ceverv hour 
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Is 


Where falls this cenſure? It o'crwhelms myſelf; 
How was my heart incruſted by the world ! 
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- Self-give on, ſolar ray of ſcund delight. 


ON LE Dearta AND DPHORTALTrr. 7 
And rarely for. the better; or the beſt, 
More mortal than the common birds of fate. 
Each! Moment has us fickle, emulous 
Of 'Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 


Strikes empires from the root! cach moment plays 


His littie weapon in the narrower ſphere 


Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 


The ſaireſt bloom of ſublimary bliſs. 
Bliſs! ſublimary bliſs proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of heav'n! 
I claſp'd the, Phantoms, and I found them aif: 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace! 
What darts of agony had mils'd my heir? 
Death ! great Proprietor of all | 'tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 


The ſun himſelf by thy permiſlios ſuincs 


And, one day, thou fhalt pluck hun from his fplicre. 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why ezhauit 

Th partial quiver on a mark ſo mean? 

AV hy thy peculiar rar eour wreak'd on me? 

*Jndtiatc archer ! could not one {uthee ? 

Thy ſhait flew thrice z and thrice my peace. was flains 
And thrice, ere thrice you moon had fill'd her hora. 
Cynthia? why fo pale? Doſt thou lament 

Thy 1 wretched ne eig our? Grieve * ſee thy hot 
Of ceaſcleſs change outwhirl'd in human life 

How wanes my borrow'd bliſs! from fortune's. ſmile, 
Precarious courteſy ! not virtue's ſure, 


"ug ev'ry v: ry 'dpotture, placz, and hour, 
JIowW wi 1400 0 ev'ry thought of e ry jo! 
Jhought, buſy thought! "tos buy for 1 my peace 
Thro the dark poſtern of time long clapf d, 
Led aun, by the ſtilneſs of the night, 
Led; lige a murderer, Land ſuch it proves! 


; Strays 


e * cer 
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| Solieit the YT hand of charity ! 


8 Tuan Go ust AN r. Night t. 


Strays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleaſing Paſt; 

In queſt of wretchedneſs peryerſely ſtrays 

And finds al} deſart now; and meets the ghoſts 

Of my departed joys; a num "rous train; 

J rue the riches of my former fate; 

Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament 

1 tremble at the bleſlings once ſo dear; 

And ev 'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for one ? 

Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 

The ſingle man? Are angels all beſide ? 

J mourn for millions: Tis the common lot: 

In this haf e, or in that, has fate entail'd 

The mother's throes on all of woman born. 

Not more the children, that ſure heirs, of pain. 
War, Famine, Peſt, Volcana, Storm and Fire, 

Intefiine broils, Oppreſon, with her heart 

Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind. 

God's image, diſinherited of day, ; 

Here, p lung d in mines, forgets a ſun was made. | 

There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 

Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life ; 

And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 

Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour ſav, 

If ſo the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 

Want, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair!) 

On hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoſpitals eſect their dead! 

What numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there! 

What numbers, once in fortun?'s bp high-fod, 


To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! 
Te ſilken ſons of pleaſure! fines in pains 
Voit 


Ox LIrE, DTH AND T\MNCORTALITYo 9 


You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 
And breathe from your debauch: Give and redace 
Surieit's dominion o'er you: But fo great 
Your Impudence, you bluſh at what is right. 
Happy! did ſcrrow ſeize on ſuch alone, 
Not prudence can deſend, or virtue 5 
Diſeaſe invadles the chaiteſt temperance 
And puniſhment the guiltleſs; and alarm: 
Through thickelt ſhades, purſues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And, his guard falling, cruſhes him to DOD. 
Nat happineſs itfelf makes good her na 
Our ver 7 withes give us nct our With, 
How diitant oft the things we doat on moſt, 
From that tor which WE doat, felicity! 
The ſmootheſt courſe of nature has its pains; 
And trueſt friends, through error, wound our reſt, 
Without misfortune, what calamitics ! 
And what hoſtilities, without a foe! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth, 
But endleſs is the life of human Ille, 
And ſighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 
A part how im all of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man! the reit a waile, 
Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and bu urning ſands: 
Vi hawnts of monſters, poitone, ſtings, ard death. 
"1 Such is carth's melancholy map! But, far 
8 | iore fad ! this carth is a true map of mans 
S8o bounded are its haughty iorad's delights 
Io woe's wide empire 3 where deep troubles toſs, 
5 Loud forrovs how], invenom'd paitions bite, 
E Rav nous calamities our vitals ſeize, 
And threat'ning fate wide opens to Cevorr, 
Wuat then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf? 
In age, in infancy, bro m other's aid 
Is all our hopc; to teach us to be kind. 25 
B habe 
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70 TRE CO Mu L. XI T. Niglit 1. 
11 That, nature's firſt, laſt leſſon to mankind; 
[Ht The ſelfth heart deſerves the pain it feels. 
„ More gen'rous ſorrow, while it inks, exaults 
And conſcious virtue mitigates the rang. . 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swroln thoughts a ſecond channel; who divide, 
'Fhey weaken too, the torrent of their grief, 
Take then, O World! thy mateh-indebted tear: 
How ſad a ſight is human happineſs, 
'Fo thoſe whole thought can pierce beyond an hour - 
O thou ! whate'er thok art, whoſe heart exults 
Wouldſt thou I ſhould congrats ulate thy fate? | 
J know thou wouldſt; thy pride demanc's it from me. 
Let thy pride Pardon, what thy nature negus, 
The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch ! by blindnefs thou art bleſt; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 
Know, {miler! at thy Peril art thou plcas'd 1 
Thv pleaſure 3 15 the promiſe of thy pain. 
* tiSiortune, like a crcditor ſevere, 8 
But riſes in demand tor her delay; 
She makes a ſcourge of pat proſperity, 
To Hing thee more, an: double thy diftre's. 
LOT zo, fortune makes her cout to thee, 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren {ings 
ear is tay welfare; think me not unkind 3 
I would not damp, | but to focure thy | Jos. 
Think not that fear is facred to the ern : 
Stand en thy guard a aint the ſmiles of Fate: 
is heav'n tremendous ih Hs frowns 2 Moſt ture g 
And I ſavours ſortaidable too: 
255 favours here arc 5 1505 :, Not rewards 5 
Sy duty, not fe charge from care 
And rod alarm us, full a COS as W. bes; 
ang Us to their canic, and co 5 8 Bence 1 
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md makc us el, weigh'd wich our eciert; 


"ID 
> 


Ox Lirz, DEATH, AND LUMORTALITY« ££ 


Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 
Leſt while we claſp, we 1511 tnem; nay invert 


To wor:e than in nple n Micry, their charms. 


Revouited joys, like res in civil war, 

Like boſom ſriendiheps to reſentment ſour'd, 
With rage envenom d nie againſt our peace. 
Be war 2 wha at earth calls happineſs; bewars 
Ai 108, but joys that never can expire. 

VV ir> builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 


Pond as he ſeems, concemns his joys to death. 


Mine dy'd with thee, Part.aar | thy lat Goh 
Hiſſolv'd the charm 3 the diſencha 75 earth 
Loit all her Juſire. Where her g gut mg 6 tow ers 
Her golden mountains, where ? all 55 knie ik 
To naked waitez a dreary val: of tcars: 
The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out- caſt carch, in darkneſs: what a change 
From yotterday : Thy darling hope o near, 
(Longadabour'd prize!) O how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy plowing check! Ambition truly greats 
orh vircuous Praiſe. Deata's ſubtle cd witoing 
(Sly, treach'rous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well- cone erted ſche eme, and becxon'd 


The worm to riot on that roſe 10 f. d, 


Unſaded ere it fel; one mome: Mg prev! 


Lai kat D374 
Man's ſoreſight 8 condicignally wil 2 
Lorzxzo ! wiſdom into fe ity taurus 
Oft, the- firſt inſtant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye.! 
The preſent moment terminates our fn; 
Clonds, thick as thoſe on COME 7 drown the n=2t x 
We penetrate, we pr ophe!y” in * n 
Tims is dealt out by 7 partic] es z And e eneh, 


Ere mingled with the ſtreaming fands. of life, 


By taie's invie! able cath is e 
Deen llence, ws VN era 
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By nature's law, what may be, may be now 3 
There's no PLerugaiive in imman- houre. 

Tn human he arcs what bolder thought can riſe, 

Phan man's Pre ſumption on tœtnorrCw s Javwil I 
Where is to-morrow 2 In another world. 

For numbers this is certain; the reveric 

is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 

This peradv enture, infamous for lyes, 

As on a rock of adamant, we build 

Our mountain 1 ; ſpin our eternal ſeliemes, 
As WE the fatal fitters could cut-ipin, 

And, big with life's futuritzes, expire. 

Nat ev'n PRILAxDZR had beipoke his ſhroud, 
Nor had he cauſe 3 a warning was deny'd: 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe! 

As ſudden, tho' for years admoniſh'd home. 
Of human ilis the laſt extreme beware, 
Beware, Lonzxzo! a flow ſudden death, 
How dreadful that deliberate ſurprize! 

e wie to-day ; tis madneſs to deter; 
Nezt day the fata] precedent will plead; 

uus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the thief of time; 

ear after year it ſteals, till all are ' fed, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
he vaſt concerns of eternal ſcene. 

If not fo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
That 'tis fo frequent, This is ſtranger ſtill. 

Of man', miraculous miſtakes, this bears 
The palms “ That all men are about to live,” 
For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themſclves the compliment to think 
They one Gay ſhall not drivel: and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe z 
At leaſt, their own $ their future ſelves lend; 
Lo Cove? it that life they acer will lead 
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Time lodg'd in their own hands 1s Folly's vails 
har lodg'd in acc S to wiI⏑e ·m They con i. gn; 
The ci ing they can't but purpole they pot pone j 
"Tis not in tolly, net to ſcorn a fool; 
And ſcarce in human wittzom to do more. 

All p. omile is poor difatory man, 
And that thro every ſtage: When young indeed, 
In full content we, anette nobly reſt, 
Unanzious for ourſelves, and oniy with, 
As dutevus fons, our fathers were more Wile, 
At thirty man iuſpects himſelf a fool; 
Enows it at forty, and reforms his lan 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Fuſhes 213 prudent Purpoſe to reſolve; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Reſolves; and re- reſolves; then dies the ſame. 

And vchy? Becauſe he thinks Eimtelf immortal. 

AY men think all men mortal, but Themſclves; 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 


Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the ſudden read; 


But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon cloſe; where Pad the aft, no trace is found. 
As ſrom the wing no {car the fy retains 
The parte 2d wave no furrow from the keel; - 
So dies in human hearts the thoughts of death, 
Ev nr with the tender tears which nature ſheds 
O'er tlioſe we love, we drop it in their grave 
Can I forget PiranbER! That were fir ange! 
my full heart — But ſhould I give it vent, 
The longeſt night, che' longer far, would fail, 

And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. 

The ſprightly lark's Hurill watin wats the morn ; 
Grief : ſharpeli thora hard prefling on my breatt, 
I ſtrive, with wakefe melody, to chear 

The ſullen glooms Ne Philomel * like Thee, 
And call the {ears tc litc n: Er ry flar 


is 
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Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 1 


Yet be not vain 3 there are, who thine zcel, 
And charm thro' dil ant ages: Wrapt in ſhade, 
Pris'ner of darkneſs! to the Ge: nt tours, 

How often 1 repeat their rage divine, 

To luli my grie!s, and itcal my heart from woe! 
Troll tear raptures, but not catch their re. 
Dark tlio' not blind, like thee, Mæonides! 

Or, Milton! thee; ah! cola I reach your ſtrain © 
Or His, who ma.ie Mæonides our Own. 

Man too He ſung: Immortal man I ling 3 j 

Olt burſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life; 
What, now, but immortality can pleaſe ? 

O hadgile preſs'd his theme, puriu'd the track, 
Which opens out of darknels into day! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where I fink, and ſung Immortal man? 


How had it bleſt mankind, and rec d me | 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 
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TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 
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80 HEN the Cock crew, he wept ſmote by 
that eye, 

Which looks on me, on all: That pow'r who bids 

This midnight centinel, with clarion ſhrill, 

Emblem of that which thall awake the dead, 

Nouſe ſouls ſrom ſlumber, into thought of Heav'n 

Shall I too weep? Where then is fortitude ? 

And, fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 

Jnow the terms on which he fees the light ? 

112 that is born, is liſted; life is war | 

Lternal war with woe. Who bears it beſt, 

Deſervez it leaſt. —On other themes I'Il dweil. 

1.082470! let me turn my thoughts on thee, 

And tyne, on teres may profit; profit there, 

Whers 


had 


Oe 


May itill befriend 
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Where moſt they need. Themes, too, the genuine 


growth 
Of dear Pil AxDER's duſt, He thus, tho? dead, 


drous Price. 
Death, Friendihip, and PrurLaxper's final ſcene. 
So could I touch theſe themes, as might obtain 


Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quit: Bfengag'd, 


The good deed would delight mo: half imprets 
On my dark cloud an Iris; and from grief | 
Call glory—Doft thou mourn PRILANMpEk's fate? 
I know thou ſay'ſt it: Says thy life the ſame ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſirc. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of TIME, 

(0 glorious avarice 5 thought of death inſpires, 
As ramour'd robberies endear our gold? 

O Time! then gold more ſacred; more a load 
Thain lead, to fools 3 and Tools reputed wile. 
What moment granted man without account? 
What years are ſquander' d, wiſdom's debt unpaid 
Our weaith iu days, all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, hailc, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
Infidious Death! ſhould his | ttrong hand arrelt, 
No compoſition ſets the pris' ner free. 

Eternity's inezorable chain, 


| Fatt binas 3 and venzcance claims the full arrear. 


How late [ flnidder J on the brink ! how late 
Lie call'd for her laſt re uge. in deſpair ! ! 


C211 


That time is mine, O Map! to thes I owes 

Fain would [ pay thee with Eternity. 

Hut il my genius anſwers my deſire; 

Top fickly long ! is mortal „ Pail thy c: 8 | 
Accept the will 9 — that dies not with my ſtrain 
F or what calls thy difeaſe, Lonexzo ? not 

For Efculapian. but for Moral aid. 

Thou tluink'ſt it folly to be wile too ſoon, 


- 


What themes? Time's yon 
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"Youth is not rich in Time, it may be poor; 


Part with it as with money, ſparing, pay 

No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 

And where is worth, aſk death-beds ; they can tell. 
Part with it as with "kite; reluctant; big 


With holy hope of nobler time to come 3 ; 


Time higher aim'd, {till nearer the great mars 
Of men and angels z virtue more divine. 

Is this. our duty, wiſdom glory, gain ? 
(Theſe heav'n benign in vital union binds) 
And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns inſpire ? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great demand: To trifle is to live: 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou ſay'ſt I preach, Lorenzo ! Tis confeſt. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite awake? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle? 

Is it not treaſon to the ſoul immortal, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 

Will toys amuſe, when med'cine cannot cure ? 
When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre Joſe, and leflen in our ſight, 

As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring ſpires, 

To the poor ſhatter'd bark by ſudden ſtorm 
Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there; 

Will Toys amuſe? No; 'Thrones will then be toys, 
An.| earth and ſkies ſcemr duſt upon the ſcale, 

Redeem we time ?—Its loſs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorexzo for his high-priz 'd lports ? 
He pleads time's num'rous blanks; he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-like trifles on liſe's common ſtream. 
From whom thoſe blank, and trifles, but from thee ? 
No blank no trifle, nature made, or ent, 

Virtue, or purpos'd virtue, ſtill be thine 
f his cancels thy complaint at once: Tus! leaves 
In get no trifle, and no blank in time. 
C The 


18 T-. HE Cow? arx r. Nights, 


This Sreatneſs, fills, immortalizes all; 


This, the bleſt art of turning all to gold; 
This, the good heart's prerogative to rails 
A royal tribute rom tue Pooreit hours; 
Immenſe revenue! ev'ry moment pays. 


Ir nothing more than purpoſe in thy Power} 


Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed 
Who does the beit his gireumftance Mord: 
Does well, acts nobly ;: angels coul no more. 
Our ov Ward act. indeed, admits reſtraint 3 
*Tis not in things over thouzit to domineer z 
Guard well thy thoughts; our arc heard .y1 
beav'n. 
On all important Time, thro' ev'ry ago. | 
Tho' much, aud warm, the wife have urg'd; tae Ran 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
«& T've.loit a day”—the prince who nobly cry 
Had been an emperor without his crown; 


Of Rome? ſay, rather, lord of human rac : 


He ſpoxe, as if deputed by manking. 

So fhoull all ſpeak: So reaion ſpeaks in all: 
From the ſoft whilpers of that Gon in man, 
Why fly to folly why to phreazy fl. 

For reſcue from the bleſlings we © poiiels ? 
Time, the ſupreme '--- Time is Ecernit N 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all, tliat males archangels il. 
W ho murders time, he cruſhes in the birth 
A ren ethreal, ow'7 wot ador'd. | 

Ah! bow unjuſt-to-nature, and himtele 
Is thoughtlefs, thankleis, inconſiſtent man! 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their porte, 
WW e cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 

That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious 1 too; 
. Torturs invention, all expe:ltients tre, 
o laſh the ligg ring moments into ſpeed, 


ON Tre, Dearn, FRED. x9” 


And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelyes 
Art, brainleſs Arc! our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong taw'rds:the precipice of death; 
Death, moſt our read; death thus more dręeadſul made 
O what a riddle of abſurdity !: 
Leiſure is. PE ; takes off our char iot-wheels'; 
bow heavily we drag the bad of life! 
Hleſt leiſure i; our curie ; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander; w ander carth around 
To fly that tyrant, thou; ht. As. Atlat groan'd 
4 * world bencath, we groan. beneath an hour. 
ry for mercy ,to the next amuſement; 
1 The next amuſement mortgages our ti: ds; 
Slight inconvenience: priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time if priſons ſet us frec. 
Yet when Death Ekindly tenders us. relief, 
We cal him eruzl ; years to moments CID, 
Ages to VEars. . The teleſcop⸗ 1 is turu'd. 
4 o man's falſe opites (from his f. ally falls) 
Time, in advance, bon 1 him hiles his wings, 
And ſeems to crezp, decript with his age: 
Brhold him, when pail by; hat tn 13 ſoon, . 
Þut- lis broad pinions (wiſter than the winds 2 
And all mankind, z contravicuen fron, 
Raeful, aghait ! cry out oh his career. 

Leave to tay foes thzie errors, and theſe ils 5 - 
To nature juſt, their Cauſe and Care explore. 
Tor fart keavn's bounty, boundleſs our ex1ence s, - 
No niggard, naturc; men are prodizals. . 

We waite, not vie ole dia; we Lreaths, not live. 
Times waſte is exuitonce, us'd 15: Hir. | 

Aud bare extulence, in ws to live ordain'd, 

Wiringe, aud tprslles with enormous weight. 


Ant Why? fin Time was giv'i for ui, not waſte. 


In oin' J to Ry; with tempeit, £15, and irs, 
Di 
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To keep! Lis ſpeed, nor ever wait for man; 
Time's uſc was doom'd a pleaſure: W ale, a pain; 


That man might feel his error, if unſcen: ' 


And feeling, fly to labour for his cure; ; | 

Not blund'ring, ſpit on idleneſs for eaſe. 

Life's cares are comforts 4 fuch by heav'n deſign' dz 

_ File that has none, muſt wake them, or be wretched. þ 
Cares arc employ ments; and without employ 

The ſoul is on a rack; the rack of reit, 

To ſouls moſt adverſe; action all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a tool. 
We rave, we wreftle with Great Nature's Plan; 

We thwart the Deity 5 and *tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will, ſhall contradict their own. 
Hence our annatinel quarrels with ourſelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity : our boſom-broils ; 
Wie puth time from us, and we with him back . 
Lav of luſtrums, and yet fond of lite 3 
I.iſe we think long, and ſhort; Death ſeek and ihun; 
Body and ſou), Ii 'ke peeviſh man and wife, 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 
On the dark days of vanity! while here, 

How taſtleſs and how terrible, when gone: 

Gone? they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us fill. 
The ſpirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd ; 
And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor lite delight us. If time paſt, 
And time poſleſt, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Diety to pleaſe « ordain'd, 
Time us d. The man who conſecrates his hours 
By vig'rous efforts, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draus the ſting of life and death 
He walks wich Nature, and her paths are peace. 

Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen: See next 


Time's Naturs, Original, Importance, Specd; 


And 
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Is truly man's; tis fortune'x. 


Ox Tn, Dran, Pains, 21 
And thy great Gain from urging his cher. 
All-ſenſual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſten, 
He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing eile 
Time's a #6 
Haſt thou ne'er heard ct 'Time's ommipotence: 
For, or againſt, what wenders can we do! 
And will: To ſtand blank neuter he diſdains. 
Not on thoſe terms was Time (heavin's ſtranger) 
ſent 

On his 1 important embaſly to man. 
LORENZO! no: On the long-deſtin'd hour, 
From everlaſting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable e of wondrous birth, 
When the Dreap Six, on emanation bent, 
And big with nature, rifting in his might, 

zall'd forth creation (for then Time was born), 
By Godhead fireaming thro' a thouſind worlds; 
Not on theſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 


From old eternity's myſterious orb, 


Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies ; 
The ſkies, which watch him, in his new abode, 
Meaſuring his motions by revolving {pheres 3 _ 
That horologe machinery divine. | 
Hours, days, and months and years, his children, play, 
Like num'rous wings around him as he flies: 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape 
His ample pinions, ſwift as darted tame, 
To gain his gaol, to reach his antient reſt, 
And join anew Eternity his {ue 
In his immutability to reſt, 
When worlds that count his circles now, unking'd 
(Fate the loud fignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 
To timeleſs night and choas,. whence they roſe, 
Why ſpur the {ſpeedy ? Why with levities 
New-. ag thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight? 
tonow'ft thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 
| Man 
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Man flies from Time and Time from man; too toon 
In lad divorce this double flight mull ends. 
And then. where arc we? Where, LokENZzO! then 
Thy ports? thy pomps?—I grant thee, in-a tace 
Not unambitiods; in. the rutticd ſhroud, . 
Thy Parian torab's tr zumphant arch beneath. 
Has Death his fe opperies? Then well may Liie 
Pat on her Plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 
Ye welkarray'd! Ye lilies of our land! 
Ye lies male! who neither toil, nor ſpin, . 
As lifter lilies might) iH not ſo wile 
As Solomon, more {umptuous to the fight ! * | 
xe delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 1 
Youriclves moſt ? inſupportable! for whom 
The winter: roſe muit blow, the ſun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo; {iuky-loft 
Ta vouius breathe {ill ſofter or be chid; 
And other worlds fend occurs, ſauce, and ſong, 
And robes, and notions, Ar am bY in foreign looms.: . 
ve Lokrxzos of our age. Wha Gem =» 
One moment unamns'd, a mit ery 
Not made for feeble man! who call loud 
For cv'ry bawble drivel'd o'er by ſcuſe; 
For rattles, and eonceits of ev'ry _—_ 
Fer gs of fallies, and relays of joy 
Fo drag your Patient through the t owe length. 
Ofa ee v inter's day lay. fa; LES | ſays, 
Wit's cradle ! ſay, dreamers of uN TEAMS : 
How will you weather an eteraul n She, 
Where ſuch c- pedients fail ? 
O treach'rous Conſeience! while fre Jeems to flee 
On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with lyren ſong; 
While the ſcems, nodding.o'cr d 7 charge, t ta drop 
On headlong Appetite the facken'd d rein, 
Ard gives us up to licence, unrecall d. | 
VUnmark's; -woo—es ſc, from behind | her eiret frangs \ 
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The ſly informer minutes ery fault, 
And her iread diary with horror fills, 
Not the grofs Act alone employs her pen; 


She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 
A wacchful foe! the formidable for, 


Lift ning, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp: 
Our dawning. purpoles of heart explores, 


And ſteals our embryos of iniquity. 


As alkrapacious uſurers conceal 


Their doemſday-book from alk-conſuming heirs z 
Thus, with indulgence moſt {everc,.the treats 


Ds ſpendthriits of ineſtimable F. ime: : 


Unnoted, notes each moment milepply'd 
in ee more durable than leaves of brats. 


Writes our whole hiſtory; which Death thall read 
In ev ry, pale delinquent's private car; 


And J. ap ment publiſh , punt to more worlds 


Than this; and endlets.; atze in groans retound. 


LORENZO, ſuch that Sleeper in thy breaſt! 


Such is her flumber; and her vengeance ſuch 
Vor ilighted coun fel; fuch thy ſuture Peace! 
and think thou il] thou canſt be wiſe too ſoon”? 
But why on Tims ſo laviſh is my long ? 
In this great theme kind Nature keeps 2 a ſchsol, 


ry v 


do teach her ſons herſelf, Each night we de, 


ach mor are born anew: Each day, a liſc 


And ſhall we kill each day? If Trifling kills 
Pare vice muſt butcher, O what heaps of. FO 
(try out for vengeance on us: Time deſtroy'd 


25 ; Srcide, where more than Blood is ſpit. 


Lime flice, death urges, knells.call, heav'n invites, 
Hei thrratens: All exerts; in elk ort, all; 
More than creation labours ens: more ? 
And is there in creation, what, amidit 
This tumult ire wing'd diſpatch, 

And ardent encrgy \ for: incly PAWNS 2 commas 
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Man ſleeps; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe fate, 


Fate irre verſible, entire, extreme, 
En dleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the gulph 
A moment trembles; drops! and Man, for whom 
All ele is an alarm! Man the ſole cauſe 
Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 
As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt.— Throw Years away? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize z 
Heav'n's on their wing: A moment we may with, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand 
{til}, | | | 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period paſt, regive the given hour. 
Lorenzo more than miracles we want; 
Lorenzo - for yeſterdays to come! 
Such is the language of the man awake: 
His ardour ſuch for what oppreſſes thee. 
And is his ardour vain, LoRRNZO? No; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge 3 
Today is Yeſterday return d; return'd 
Full power'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinſtate us on the Reck of peace. 
Let it net thare its predeceſſor's fate 
Nor, like its elder futers, die a fool. 
Shall it evaporate in fume? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ſtil? _ , 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd 3 _ | 
More wretched for the clemencies of heav'n ? 


Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me where? 


You know him: He is nzar you: Point him out: 
Shall I ſce glories beaming from his brow ? 

Or trace his footteps by the riſing flowers? 
Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe | 

Jo that bleſt fon of foreſight ! lord of fate ! 
Taat awful independent on Tomorrow! 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe work is done; who triumphs } in the Pa ts 
Whoſe Yeſterdays look backwards with a (mile : j 
or, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious lot! paſt hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 
All feeling of futurity benumb'd 
All god like paſſion for eternals quench'd; 
All reliſh of realities ezpir'd ; 
Renounc'd- all correſpondence with the Mn. 
Our freedom chain'd 3 quite wingleſs our deſire 
In ſenſe dark-priſon d all that ought to ſoar: 
Prone to the centre; er awling in the duſt; 
Diſmounted ad ry great and glorious aim; 
Envruted ev'ry faculty divine; 
Heart-bury'd in the rubbiſh of the 3 
The world, that guJph of ſouls, immortal fouls, 
Souls elev ati angelic, wing'd with fire 
To reach. the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſiers 
chang” 43 | 

Though we from Earth; F. tharts 1, they that fell, 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. | 

Who venerate themſelves, the world-defpife.. 
For what, gay friend! is this eſeuteheon'd world, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal night! y 
A night, that glooms us in the noon=tide-ray, 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the throuds. 
Lites little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 
Inch-high. the grave above; that home of man, 
N "here dwclls the multitude : Ve geꝛze around; 

Ve read their monuments; we Git ; and while 
We ſigh, we fink ! and are What we deploy d; 
Lamenting, or Jamented, all our lot ! 
Is death at diſtance? No: He has been cn thee 5 
And giv'n ſure ea: rneſt of his final blou 


7257 Nn Co r l. ATN r: Night 2. 
Tboſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they now ? 
Da i to thought, and; ghaſtly drow i'd, ali d chen 4 
In chat 5 eat deep, Which nothing dien bogus 
A: dying, they bequeath'd: thee ſmail remyyn. 
TI -olt are on the v ing: How fleet tir i fight! . 
Al:cady has the fatal train took fire; ; 

A moment, and the world's blown up to thee 5 
The ſan is darknels, and the ſtars are duſt. 

[is greatly wite to talk with our paſt haurs; 

And aſk them, what report they bore to heavens z | 
And how they might nave borne more Welden news. 
Their anfwers form what men Erpel ience call; 

41 Wildom's friend, her beit; if not, worſt foes 

2 reconcile them ! King Ky pericnee cries, | 

There's nothing bere, but what as nothing weighs 

© The more our joy, the more we know it vain 4 

And by ſueceſs are tutor'd to deſpair.” 

Nor is it only thus, but muſt be ſo. 

Who knows not this, tho' grev, is ſtill a child. 

Loofe then from earth the graſp of fond deſire. 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier-clime ezplores 
Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 

Nor give thy. thoughts a ply to future ſcenes? 

Since, by Life's paſſing breath, blown up from earth, 
Light, as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and. fall again; 

Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden ſoil, 

And leep, till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 

vince then (as. emmets, their ſmall world o'crthrow) 

We, ſore amaz d, from out earth's ruins craxel, 

And rile to ſatezextreme of foul or fair, 

As man's own choice (controuler of the ſkies 1) 

As man's deſpotic W ill, perhaps one hour, 

(O how omnipoteut is time. 1 decrees; 

Should not each warning give a ſtrong alarm? 
Warning, far lels than that of boſom torn | 

From 


db 


ON Tote, Darn, Frizxp eius. 


From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead ! 
Should not each dial Arike us as we pats, 
Portentous, as the written. wall, whict ſtruek, 
Yer midniglit bowls, the:proud Aflyrian pale, 
Ere-while h nigh-fluſht, with. inſolence, and wine? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks 3 and points to tec, 
LORENZO! loth to break thy banquet up: 

& O man, thy kingdom is departing from thec 

© And, while it laits, is emptier than my tha le,” 

Its lent language ſuch: Nor neecit thou call 

Thy Magi, to dceypher what it means. 

Now, les: the Median, fate is in toy walls 

Dott atk, How ? Whence? l FORE ; 

Man's make incloſes the {ure leeds of death; 

Lite feeds the murderer; Ingrate ! he thrives 

On her on meal, and then his nurſe devour: 
But, here, LuRexzo, the deluſion lies; 

That ſolar ſhadow, as it meaſures Ble, 0 

It life reſembles too Life ſpecds &va 

From point to point, tho' ſeeming to And ſtill. - 

The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth: 

Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſeen; 

Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are. gone. 

Warnings point out our danger; Gnomons, time: 

As theſe are uſeleſs when the fun is let: 

S0 thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 

Reaſon ſnould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 

That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard. 

But ſuch cur: gravitation to the v TU) 

So prone our hcarts'to whiſper what we with, .. 

"Tis later with the wiſe than he's aware: 

A Wilmington goes {lower than the ſun: 

And all mankind miſtake. their time of day; 

Ev'n ag ge eels, . Freſh hopes are heurly Cown + 

In furrow'd d brows.:. To gentle lite's deſcent 

We ſhut our eyes, an think it'is a plains 


. We 


82 F R E GO MY L AIS T. Nigſit 2. 
We take tair days in winter, for the ſpring; 
n, turn our Vicfings into bang. Since oit 
Mau nu compute: that ave he cannot feel, 
i2 ſcares believes he's older for his yeare, 
Thu 5 at life's lateſt eve, we keep in {tore 
One 0:5 pointment ſure, to cron the reſt; 
The dia; bointment of a promis'd hour. 
Om 7113, or ſimilar, PLA iR thou 
Whole mind was mo:al, as the preacher's tongue; 
nd ſtrong, to wield all ſcienes, worth the name; 
iow cien we talk'd down the ſummer's ſun, 
An eool'd bur N b 0 the breezy ſiream ! 
How Alden thaw'd and ſnorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that ſtruct our latent truth, _ 
zelt can ſo ſought; tb the Recluſe more coy! 
houghts diſentangle paſſing o'er the lip | 
Clean runs the thread; ; if not, tis hb eng 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe For a a ſong; | 
dons; faſkionaBle fruitleſs 3 ſuch as {tains 
he Fancy, and unhallow'd Padion f. res; 
05 iming her ſaints to Cytherea s fanc.” 
Know' thou, Lorexzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As bees mixt Nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
0 men from FRIENDSHIP, WI iſdom and Delight; 
Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Halt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? | 
Good Senſe wal oh TO "Thoughts ſhut UP; want 
air, 
And food. Ike bales unopen'd to the ſun. 
Had ti tought been all, {weet ſpeech had been Ceny” ds 
Speech, thought's canal ! ſpeech, thought's criterion 
7001 
hol ght in the mine, may come ſorth gold, or droſs; 
| Wi etl coin'd in words, we know its real Worth. 
J' ering, ſtore it for thy future 4 
II bu; 7 thee benefit; Perheps, renown. 
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Thought, tod, deliver'd, is the nue polleſt 3 


Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain - 
* 


The births of intellect 3 when dumb, forgot, 


Speech ventilates our intellectual fre; 


Specch burniſhes our mental magazine; 
Brightens, for ornament; and whets, for- uſe. 


What numbers, ſheath'd in erudition, lie, 


Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted in; who might have borne an edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if borne to fpeech 5. 
If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue! 
"Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned {cum, 
And defecetes the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud reſcource ? 
Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field: 
Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Or due reſtraint 3 and emulation's ſpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
Tis converſe qualifies ſor ſolitude; 
As exerciſe, for ſalutary reſt, 
But that untutor's!, Contemplation raves: 
And Nature's fool, by Wiſdom is undone. 
Wiſdom, though richer than Peruvian mines, 
And ſweeter than the {weet ambroſial hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs? 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendihip, the means of wiſdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wiſe. 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 
Joy flies monopoliſts: It calls for Two; 
Rich freit | hezv'n-planteg! never pluck'd by One, 
Neeatful 


— 


50 T uE CoMPLAatnT Nil 2. 


Nee dful awxiliars are our friends, to:give. 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelſ. 
Full on curſelves, deſcending. in a line, |; 
Hleaſure's bright beam is feeble in delight; 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound 
3 erberated eie fre the bicat,. 
eleſtial Happineſs, whenc'er ſhe ſtoops 
To ite curth, one ſhrme the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſwect amends 
For abſent heav'n — the boſom of à friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Each other's pillow to repoſe divine... 
Beware.the counterfeit : In Paſſion's flame 


Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. . 


True love Aril des root in Reaſon 3 paſſion's fo: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life : "2 

1.wrong her much——-entenders us for ever: 
of Friendiuip' s ſalreſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 
1s Virtue kindling at a rival fre, 
And, emuloully, rapid 3 in her race. 
O the ſoft enmity ! endearing {ſtrife +: 
This carries friendſhip to her noon-tide. point, . 
And gives the river of Eternity. 


From Friendſhip, which outhives my ſormer thmesy - 


Glorious. ſurviver of old Time and Death! 


From Eriendilip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly ſced, 


The wile extract earth's moſt Hyblean : blits,- ; 
Superior wiſdomg crown'd with ſmiling 3 Joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Hy ſian newer! ; 
Abroad They find, wiio cheriſh it at Home. . 
Lorexzo-4 pardon -what my love extorts, . 
An honzſt love, and not afraid to frown. 

* though choice of follies ſaſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than fancy, fond 
That facred friendſlup is: their eaſy Prey; 


Caught by the-w aſture of a golden lure,” TOTO 


Or 


ON Tir, Dear, FRERDSsRHIr. 31 
Or faſcination of a highborm {mils 

Their ſmiles, the Great, and the C "oquet, throw cut 

For Others hearts, tenacious of. their Own; 
7 And we no Jeſs of ours, when th, the bait, 

Je fortune's cofferers! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 
Can Gold gain friendſhip ? Impudence of hops! 

As well mere man and angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 

: Lorenzo !. pride repreſs; nor hope. to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in 'Fhees 
All like the purchaſe z few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (ſince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I ſhew the friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, 

Of tender.violations apt to dic? 

| Reverie, will wound it; and Diſtruſt, deſtrox. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 

But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 

Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core 

Firſt, on thy friend, delib'rate wich Thyſelf; 

Pauſe, ponder, fift 5 not Eager in the choice, 

Nor Jeatous of the choſen; Fixing, Fix; 

Judge before friendihip, then confide till death. 

Well, for thy friend; but nobler far for Thea; 

: Hory gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize! 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. | | | 
-& Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a world: | 
% A World in purchaſe for a friend is gain.“ 

So ſung He (angels hear that angels ſing ! 

Angels fram friendthip gather half their joy) 

So ſung PHILANDER, as his friend went round 

In the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 

Of Baccurs, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow folut2, and ever-laughing eye. 

He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend; 

His friend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpir d. 
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Friendſhip's the wing of life; but friendihip new 
(It ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 
Q ! tor the bright complexion, cor dig] warmth, 
And elevating lpirit, of a friend, 
For twenty ſummers ripening b my ſide; 
All feculence of fal ſehood long thrown down. 
All ſocial virtues riſing in his ſoul; 
As cryſlal clear; and ſmiling, as i! ey riſe! 
Here ne cor damn it ſparkles in our ſight; 
V ch to the taſte, and genuine from the heart bo 
High- favaurd bliſs for gods! on earth hower 
On »1rth how loft ! ——<Parr.axpzr is no mor re. 
Think'ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong; 
Am I too warm? — Too warm I cannot be. 
] lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Lite birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, halfconc 2aFd, 
Till mounte 1 on the wing, their gloſiy plumes 
 Ezpande1.ſhine with azure, green, and got; 
How bleftinzs brighten as they take their fight ! 
His flight PAILANDER took; his upward fl, Züt, 
: If ever ſoul : aſcended. Hal he dropt, 
(That eagle genius! O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew: I, then, bad wrote, 
What friends might flatter; ; prudent foes forbear 
Rivals ſcarce. damn; and ZolLus reprieve. 
- Yet what I can, I muſt: It were profane 
To qQuenci a glory lighted at the ſkies, 
And cat in thadows his illuſtrious cloſe. 
Strange! tie. theme moſt affecting, molt ſubl:me, 
Momentous moſt to man, ſhould fleep miſung ! 


Aud yet it Peeps, by genius unawak'd, 


"Pajrim or Chriſtian; to the bluſh of 5 
Man's higheſt triumph! man's proſoundeſt fall! 
The Death. bed of the inſt! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand; it merits a Divine: 
gels Hall paint it, angels cver Thera; 
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There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy: 

Dare I preſume, then ? But Phil Ax Den bids 3 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls 
Jet am ] ſtruck; as ſtruct the foul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetrable pToom ; : 
Or, in ſome mighty kuin's folemn ſhades 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born Daft, 
In vaults; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd flame. 
Is it religion to proceed: I pauſe 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his Jeath-bed? No: lt is his fhrins : 
Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a g. Ml 

The chamber where the good man meets luz 

fate, 

Is privileg d beyond the common watt 
Of virtuous Tie, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane. If not, draw near with awe, 
Reecive the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 
That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe; 
If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your cure. 
For, Hcre, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwels; 
A death bed's s a detector of the heart. | 
Here tir'd diſſimulation drops her ma: jue, 
Turough life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſeency 
Here Real. and Apparent, are the Same. 
You ſee the Man you {ze his hold on heav'n; 
If ſqund his virtue; as PufLANDZR's, ſound. 
Heav'n waits not the laſt momen t; owns her friends 
On this ie death; and points them out to men, 
A lecture, filent, but of fov'reign pow'r : 


To ar d emulſion: ; and to virtue, Peace. 
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Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 
Yirtue alone has majety in death; 
And greater ſtill, the more, the tyrant frowns. 
| PHLANDER | he ſeverely frown'd en thee 8 
re, 8 | E. 5 4 Ne 


34 Tur COG Mel A IN r. 
& No warning giv'n! Unceremonious fate! f 
& A ſudden ruth from life's meridian joy! 
6 A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 
A reſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
« Ber on] conjecture | feeble Nature's dread ! 
Strong Rowvion's ſnudder at the dark unknown! 


4 
4 


exPreſs? | 


& "Thought reach it? the laſi—Sence of a fend! 10 


A ſun extinguiſh! a uit opening g grave 
d And Oh! the Jaſt, lait, what? 


* 


Night Zo 


(can words 


lere are thoſe hands chat amazement, where, 
his ldeous group of ills. which ſingly ſhook, 
mand from man ?—! thought him man till now, 
Thro' nature's wreck, thro? vane” a agoniæs, 

Like the ſtars ſtruggling through tus midnight 


gt 000) 


Nhat elcams of joy 2 WOK. more than human 


caces 


iVhere, the frail mortal? the poor abject worm? 


M.A 


No, not in ar the Mortal to be found, 


ilis conduct 
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Vſhonez this NNE bount o'er limiis xd to man? 
1315 0 4 luſtains him 2 his nal hour! 

I 13 77 50 his Goa? . 
Man Ss glory becav'n che e's to call her or 
Ve gaze, We weep rt tears of grief an! 
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„ Lmazeinent 189 I Q2vntich but to flame! 
GCritans A ore! an 145 18 ics Believe. 
As teme tall tow'r, or loſty mouatain's brow, 
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On Time, Darn, FRIEND SHIr. 

Wie damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious- 
vale; 

Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 
PHiLAND'R, Thus, auguſtly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which gen ral horror ſheds 
On the low level of tir inglorious throng ; 
Sweet Peace, and heay? ny Hope, and humble Joy, 
Diemely bcam on his ez: ated foul 
Deirudction gild, and crown him for the Nies, 
With ingo ein unica ble luſtre, right. 
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NIGUT THE THIRD. 


10 HER GRACE 


THE DUCHESS OF Oy 


W g * reren Wy” . > — — ——— — — — 


Ignoſcenda quidem, ſcirent ſs igncſcere manes. 
VIC. 


TROM Dreams, where chought | in faticy's maze 
runs mad, 

To Reaſon, that heav'n lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punétual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep my affignation with my woe. 
033 Loft to virtue, loſt to manly thonght, 
Loſt to the noble fallies of the fout ! 


Ys 


e 


| N AR-C-1S'S K. 37 
Who think it ſolitude, to be Alone. - 


Communion ſweet ! conmunion large-and high! 


Our Reaſon, Guardian-Angel, and: our God! 
Then neareit Theſe, when Others moſt remote; 
And All, ere Jong, ſhall be remote, but Thee, 
How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 

A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd! unapprov'd ! 
Now wo them; wed them; bind them to thy breaſts 
To win thy with, ercation has no more: 

Or it we wiſh a fourth it is a Friend 

But friends, how mortal ! dang'rous the deſire. 

Take Prronzus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 
Inebriate at fair ſortune's fountain-head 3 
And reeling through the wilderneſs of joy 3 z 
Where Senie runs favage, broke from Recaſon's chain, 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmother d by” the pall. 

My fortune is unlike; unlike my ſong 
Unlike the deity my fon 1 invokes. 

Ito Day's ſoft- ey d ſiſter pay my court, 
(ExpyMioN's rival!) and her- aid implore; 
Now firſt implor'd in ſuecour to the Muſe. 

Thou, who didſt lately borrow * CYNTHIA's form 
And modeitly forego dine Own: O thou, 
Who didſt thylelf, at midnight hours, inſpirs! 
Say, Why not Gra THIA patronels of ſong? 

As Thou her creſcent, the thy character 
Aſſumes; ſtill more a godcels by the changg, 
Are there demwring wits; who dare diſpute 
This revolution in the world inſpir d? 

Ye train Pierian! to the Lunar ſphere, 

In ſilent hour, addreſs your ardent call 

For aid immortal; leſs her brother's right. 
She, with the ſphercs harinonious, nightly leads 


The 
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At the Duke Gt NORFOLK's maſqucrads. 


38 TnH CGM LAIN T. Night 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs ſtrain, 
A tirain 1or gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Traizmr it acar., thou filver QUEEN of heav'n! 
What title, or what name, endears thee moſt 2 
CynTHIA | Cyileng! Puorre ſ=—cT doit hear 
Wich higher guſt, fair E D of the ſkies! 
Fs that the ſoft inchanunzent calls thee down, 
More pcw'r.ul than or old Cirecan charm? 
Dome; but rom beav nly banquets with thee bring 
The tou] of ſong, and whiſpering in my car. 

The theft divine: or in propitzous dreams 
(For dreams are Time) transfule it thro! the breaſt 
Of thy firit votary But not thy laſt: 
II, like th y. Namez:ake, thou art ever kind, 

And Find thou wilt be: kind on inch a theme: 
A theme lo like thee, a quite lunar themes 
Soft, mode.t, melancholy. temale, fair! 
A theme mat roſe all pale, aud told my ſoul, 
?I'was Night: on her iond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ſtruck a damp, a deaciier Camp, 


Than thac which imbte me trom Pra du's tomb, 


Nncles follows, ere his tomb is ctes'd 

Woes cluiter ; rare are iclicary ves; 

They love a train, they treed cach other's heel; 
Ber death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grict that i-arted from my lids for Him : 
Scizes the ia t leis, alienate: tear. 

Or inareès it, ere it falls. So freaus nt death, 
Sorrow he more than cau.es, he ecalnunds s 

For human ſighs his Neal polen n 

And make di: refs, diſtraction. On Pal abEn 4 
M hat was thy tae * > A double fate to me; 
Poricni. an pain! a monace, and a blow! 

Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not 3e's a bird of emen, than of prev. 

It call d Nancissæ long beiore her hours. 
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It call'd Ber tender ſoul, by break of bliſs, 


From tae fir. bloſfom, from the buds of joy; 


Thole tew our nozious fate undlaitcd leaves 
In this inclement ciime of human lire. 
Sweet harmoniit! and Beautiful as ſweet ! 


And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young - 


And Gay as ſoft! and Innocent as gay 

And Happy Gf aught Hajpy here) as good 
For tortune tond had build her neit on wt, zh. 
Like birds quits exquiũte of note and j.! ac 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a loicy mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove it: tell, 
And left it unharmonious: All its caarms 
Eacinguiſh'd in the wonders oi her ſong! 
Her ſong 5 101] vibrates in my raviſn d car, 


Still melting there, and wiel! volgrtuous pain, 
(O to forget her :) thrilling through my heart 3 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, "Victue, Joy thy: 


group 


0f bright ideas, flow'rs of paraculſe, 


As yet unſorfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Enel. and preſent it to the ſkics; as All 
We gueis of hcav'n: And theie were all her 


And the was mine; and I Waw—was — not 
Gay UuJe of tae deepeit miſcry! 


oh 
— 
U 


As bodics grow more pond'rous, robb'd of li- 
Good lot weighs more in grief, than gain'd, 1 


Lovely in death the beavteous ruin wt 
And if in death ſtäll lovely, lovelier There 


For lovelier! pity (veils the tile of love. 


And will not the ſevere cxculſc a ſizh? 


own, 
ble 


2 


a, Joy. 


Like bloſſom” q trees o'erturn': Fy by vernal form, 


W the proud man that is aſnam d to weep; 


Soon as the luſtre languiſh'd in her exe, 


Dur tears indulg'd indeed deicrve our ſhams. 
| Ye that cer lolf an 2 angel! pity me. 


Dawning 


That one had ſeen?) with haſte, parental haſte, 
I flew, 1 fnatch'd her from the rigid north, 


(As if the ſan could envy) check's his beam, 
Deny'd his wonte:! ſuccour 4 nor with more 


Which often. cropt your odours, incenile incet 
Cocval race with man! for man you ſmile ; 


Illis tadden pats; Hut not his conſtant pain. 


A brol: cn reed, at beſt : but, oft, a N 
Ou its ſharn point Pracg ek, and 1 hope expiree. 


00 - T HE CONWTLAI NT. Night 3. 
Dawning a dimmer day on:-human fight 3 


And on her cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, | | 'Y 
Pals omen ſat; and ſcatter'd fears aroun: 1 9 
On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 


Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
Aud bore her nearer to the ſun; the ſun 


degret behel i her droc ping. than the bells 
Of ties; faireſt lilies, not fo fair! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fel , and lead ambroſial lives; 
In morn and ev'ning dew, your beautics bathe; =, 
An! drink the tun 5 waich gives your cheeks to glow. = : 
And out-bluſh (air e excepted) ev ry fair, ©. 


Lou gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 


Yo thong! 10 pure! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Why not {mile at him too? You ſhare ed 


So man i. made. nought miniſters delight, 


By war bis glowing! paflions, can engage; 


And glowing z patfions, bent on aught below. 

Matt, loon or late, with anguiſh turn th «ſeals z 
And ang ai 1 aiter ra] pture, "how ſevere ! 
Rapture? Bol 1 man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit de env": to mortal taſie, 

Vinls here, reſuming on the rights of hcavin 

For tran'por. doſt thou call on ev'Ty hour, 

IL. o NNO? At thy frient's expenec be wiſe; 

] can not on earth: *twill picrce thee to the heart: 


"Tarn, 


ARG LS S A. 4e 
Turn, n thought! turn from lier :— Thought 
repell'd | 

Reſentin 7 rallies. and wakes ev'ry woe. 
Snatcir'4 ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, {1911 Ny 
And when high flavour'd thy frefh op'ning joys! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy blits complete! a 
An1 on a forcign ſhore. 3 where ſtrangers wept! 
Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 
Strang gers to kindnels, wept: Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears! that tickled down 
From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs! 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere 3 
In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; 
While nature melted, luperſtition rav'd; 
That mourn'd the dead; and this deny" | a grave. 

Their ſighs incens'd; ' ſizhs foreign to the will! 
Their will the tyger ſuck'd; outrag'd the ſtorm. 
Por Oh! the curit ungodlineſs of zeal?! 
While ſinful fleth relented, ſpirit nurſt 
In blind infallibillity's mbrace, 
The fainted ſpirit petriſ)' d the breatt: 
Deny“ the charity of dui, to ſpræad 
O'er quit! a charity thut dogs 8 
What could I do? What ſuccour 2 What reſcurce ? 
With pious ſacrilege, a grave I ſtole; 
Wich impious picty, that grave I wrong d 3 
Short in my duty; ; coward | in my gr: 4d ; 
More like her murderer, than friend, crept, 
With ſoft ſuſpen led itep, and muflcd deep 


F 

In midnight darkneſs, whiſper'd my laſt 11 1s i 
] whiſper what ſhould echo thro? their realms ; k 
Nor write her name, whoſe tomb hou Id pierce the 3 
ſKles. . | if 
Preſu: > Us ſear ! How durſt I dread her focs, il 
While nat: 3 loageht « i dates I ober a | | 
. 1 15 | 


4 
1 i ; Fe 
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Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſnade! Of grief 
And indignation rival burſts I pour'd; 
Half ezecration mingled with my prayer 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; 
Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred cuſt 3 
Stampt the curſt ſoil; and with humanit 
(Deny'd Naxctssa) with'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
'The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt 
Of this keay*n-labour'd form, ereR, divine! 
This he av'n- aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 
He deſign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold. 
When ev'ry paſtion ſleeps that can offend 
When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive than can melt : 
When man can wreck Bis rancour uncontr oul'd, 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill- will; 
Then, ſpleen to duſt? the duſt of 1 innocenec. N 
An angel's duſt ?—This Lucifer tranſcends 
When he contends for the patriarch's bones: 
Tas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall, 
Par leſs than This is thocking in a race 
loſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love; 
And uncreated, but for love divine; 
Ind, but for love divine, this moment, loſt, 
By fate reſorb'd, and ſunk 1 in endleſs night. 
Man hard of beat to man ! of horrid things 
ot horrid { Mid ftupendous, highly ſtrange 
Yer oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, 
And contumelious his humanity: 
What then his vengeance ! Hear it not, ve ſtars: 
And thou, pale moon! turn paler at the found ; 
au! is to man the ſoreſt, ſurcſt ill, 
A previous 


H „ 
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A prev ious blaſt foretells the riſing ſtorm ; | 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall: 
Volcano's bellow ere they ditembogue ; 
Farth trembles cre her yawing jaws devour J 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming "Hi : 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the DIO s 
Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 
Heav'n's Sovereign ſaves all beings, but himſel:, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the mule? And Jet the mule be fir'd : 

Who not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he fecls, 
And in the nerve moit tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! PHILANDER had his focs ; 
He felt the truths I ſing, and I in Him, 
But He, not I, feel more: Paſt ills, Nazcrssa ! 
Are lunk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which blecds with other cares, with other bange; 
Pangs num'rous, as the num'rous ills that ſwarm 2 
Ver thy diſtinguifh'd fate, and, cluſt'ring There 
Thick as the locuſts on the land cf Nile, | 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 


How was cach circumitance with aſpics arm'd 2 


An aſpice, Each! and All, an Hydra woe: 
What ſtrong Herculcan dt cows ſuffice ? 
Or is it virtue to be conquer'd Here ? 
his hoary cheek a train of tears bedews; 
And each tear mourns its own diilingt ditirels 
And cach diſtreſs, diſtinetly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief ſtill more, as heigbten'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprietor 3 ezclukcs: 
Not friends alone ſuch obiequ: es deplore; 
They make Mankind the mourner; carry ſighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing er way; 
And turn the gayeſt taought of gayeſt age, 5 
F 2 . Dou n 


1 
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Don their right channel, through the vale of death. 


The vale of death! that huſh d Cimmerian vale, 
Yhere dar kne!s, brooding o'er unfiniſh'd fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day!) that interdicts all future change! . 
That ſubterrancan v vorld, that land of ruin! 

Fit, walk, LORENZO, for proud human thought : 
There let my thought ezpatiate, and czplore 
al ſamic truths, and healing ſentiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome here. 

For gay LoRExZ0's fake, and for my own, 

My foul! “ The fruits of dying friends ſurvey; 

5 Expoſe the vain of life; wei igh life and death; 

Give dcath his eulogy; thy fear ſubdue; 

And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 

A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb.“ 

This harveſt reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 
As pocts feign'd from Ajax ſtreaming blood 
Aroſe, with grief inſorib'd, a mournful flow'r; 
Let wiſdem bloſſom from my mortal wound. 
And firſt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 
It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 
Jo chaſe our thoughtleſſneſs, ſear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 

Fo damp our brainleſs ardors; and abate 
hat glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe. 


Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 


Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, "nature throws 


Crols our obiructed way; end thus to make 


Weicome, as ſaſe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 


Fach friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Plucs's from the wing of human vanity, 

Which makes us foop from our acrial heights, 
And damp'd with omen of our own decealc, 
On drooping Pinions of ambition lower'd, 


W ö 


Juſt ſkim earth's ſurface, cer we break it up, 

O'er putrid earth to ſcratch. a little duſt, 

And ſave the world a nuiſance. Smitten friends 

Are angels ſent to errands full of love; 

Yor us they languiſh, and for us they die: 

And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they dic, in vain ? 

Ungrateful, thall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 

\Which wait the revolution in our hearts: J 

Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft addreſs ; 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray” 1 

Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 

Tread under-foot their agonies and groans z 

Fruſtrate their anguith, and deſtroy their deaths? 
LoRRNα no; the thought of death indulge z 


Gives it ics wholeſome empire! let it reign, 


That kind chaſtiſer of thy ſoul in joy: 


Its reign will fpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 


And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt 2 
Auſpicious Aera! golden days, begin! 
The thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 
And why not think on death! ” Is ite the theme 
Ofev'ry thought 3 and wiſh of ev'ry hour? 
And ſong of ev'ry joy? Surpriling truth! | 
The beaten ſpaniel s fondne1s not ſo ſtrange. þ 
To wave the num'rous ills that ſeize on lite 
As their own property, their Jawiul prey; 
Ere man has mea ſur'd half his weary ſtage, 
His luzuries have left him no reſerve. 
No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights; al | 
On cold ſery'd repetitions he ſubſiſts, 
And in the taſtleſs preſent caews the paſt ; 
JNiſzuſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down, 4 
Like laviſh anceſtors, Jus carlier years j 
Have diſinherited 1:s future hours, 1 
Wich ſtarve on grts and glean tacir former field. | 
Live ever here, Lorenzo !—{hocking thought ! 
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So fhocking, they who with, diſown it too; 

Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? | 

For what live ever here? With lab' ring ſtep 

To tread our former footſteps? Pace the round 
Eternal! To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 

Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track? To bid each wretched day 
'The former mock ? To ſurfeit on the ſame, 
And yawn our joys? Or think a miſery 

For change, tho' ſad? 'To ſce what we have ſeen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber'd talc ? 
To taſte the taſted, and at each return = 


- Leſs taſteful ! O'er our palates to decant 


Another vintage? Strain a flatter year, 

Thro' loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits! 

Wgrownded, and worſe concocted! Load, not life 

The rational foul kennels of exceſs !. | 

Still- ſtreaming through-fares of dull debauch! 

Trembling each gulp, leſt death ſhould ſnatch the 
bowl. . 

Such of our fine ones is the wiſh refin'd! 

So would they have it: Elegant defire ! ' 

Why not invite the bellowins ſtalls, and wids ? 

But ſuch examples might their riot awe. 

Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 

(Tho? on bright thought they father all their flights} 

To what are they reduc'd? To love, and hate, 

The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, 

This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 

Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 

Thro' dread of worſe; to cling to this rude rock, 

Barren, to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with inpending gor ms 

And infamous fer wrecks of human hope. 


Scat d 
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Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 


Such are their triumphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy! 


Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. _ 
This 'bugg'd, this hideous ſtate, what art can cure? 
One only; but that one, what all may reach; 
V1irkTutE—ſhe, wonder-working goddeſs: charms 
That rock to bloom; and tames the painted ſhrew 
And what will more ſurpriſe, Logexzo : gives 
To life's ſick, nauſeous interation, change; 

And ftraitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'ſt thou this, Lonzxzo ? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thou'lt bluſh to diſbelieve. 

A languid, leaden, iteration reigns, 

And ever mult, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 
er ſight, ſmell, taſte : The cuckow-ſeaſons ſing 
The a dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 

But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge. But nobler minds, 


Which relith fruit, unripen'd by the ſun, 


Make their days various; various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſt, 

On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old reſolves 

{n that, for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope, 
Fach riſing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe; 

Each bountecus dawn its novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 

Makes their proſpect fairer ev'ry hour 
Advoucing virtue, in a Line ef bliſs; 

Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire : 
And bliſs, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 
And thall we then, for virtu2's fake, commence 5 
| | Apoſtates? 


43 Tur G Mr LATIN r. Night z. 


Apoſtates? And turn infide ls for j joy? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 
& He fins againſt this life, who flights the next.” 


What is this life? How few their fav'rite know! 


Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 
By paſſionately loving life, we make 


Lov'd life unlovely; hugging her to death, 


We give to Time Eternity's regard; 

And, dreaming, take our paſſage for our Port. 
Life has no value as an end, but means; 

An end ceplorable a means divine! 


When 'tis our all, tis nothing; worſe than nouglit 


A neſt oſ. pains: when held as nothing, mucli: 


Like ſome fair hum'riſts, life is moſt ent joy'd 


When courted leaſt 5 moſt worth, when Eftecm d 3 


Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace; 


In proſpect richer far; important! awful! 
Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praile« : 
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! 
The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs ! 


here nov the barren rock? the painted e 


There now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal round? 
Have I not made m y triple fromiſe good? 
Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
_ Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and d=clines? 
Waxes, and v oth, (In all propitious, Night, 
Aſſiſts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent; but rich 
In borrow'd luſtrę from a higher phere. 
When groſs guilc interpoſes, lab'ring earth, 
O'erſhadow' a, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy; 
Dy jovs, at Lets zhte#, pallid, to that font 

Vf full effulgent glory, whenez they flow. 

"Mt is that glory diitant: Oh Lorenzo ! 

A good man, and an angel! theſt betw cen 
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How thin the barrier: What divides their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ſlill; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. | 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
3 Bc what PriLaxvotr was, and claim the ſkies 
Starts timid nature at thy gloomy pals? 
The ſoft tranſition call it; and be cheer'd ; 
Such it is often, and Way not to Thee: 
To hope the boſt, is pious, brave, and wiſe; 
And may itielf procure v. hat it preſumes, 
Life is much flatter'd, death is much tradue'd ; 
Compare the rivals, and the K kinder crown. | 
Strange Competition!“ Frue, Logzxz9! ſtrange: 
80 little Life can cait into the ſcale. ; 
| Life makes the {foul dependent on the duſt; z 
Death gives her wings to mount above the Ipheres. 
Thro' chinks, {td organs, dim life Pe2ps at ligbt; 
Death burſts ti“ involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eye, all ear, the diſem nLody'd power. 
Deatu has feign'd evils, nature mall not ſeel; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannot ſhun. 
Iz nat the mighty mind, that fon of heawn! b 
By tyrant life dethron? d. impriſo n d. pain'd! 
By death enlarg'd, ennobled, defy'd? 
Death but intombs the body 3 life the ſoul. 
„Is death then guiltleis 2 How he marks His IE 
. ich dreaful waſte of what deſer gas to fhins 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated power : 
Wich various lun res theſe light up rac wort. !, 
Which dcatb Pa uts out, and darkens human race. 
: grant, Lopixzg . this ES elment jute 
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I Tur ConPEATNT.: Nglt:3, 
Death, has no dread but what frail life imparts z 
Nor-life true joy, but what kind death improves. 
No bliſs has life to boaſt, till death can give 
Far greater; Jiie's a debtor to the grave, 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 
Lorenzo! bluſh at fondneſs for a liſe, 
Which ſends celeſtial fouls on errands vile, 
Tocater for the ſenſe; and ſerve at boards, 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, per haps 
Eaci reptile, juſtly clams our upper hand, 
Luxurious feaſt! a foul, a foul immortal, 
In all the dainties of a 8. bemir'd! 
Lorenzo | bluſh at terror for a death, 
Which gives thee to repens in feſtive bowers, 
Where nectars ſpar dle, angels, miniſter, 
And more than angels ſhare, and ral ie, and. crown. 
And eternize the birt) h, bloom, burſts of bliſs. 
Wn hat need I more: O ceath, the palm is thine. 
Then welcome, death! thy dreaded hurbingers, 
ge, and diſeaſe 3 diſcaſe, though long my gueit 3 
That Plucks my nerves, thoſe tender rings of ne; z 
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell, 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 
bac here feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While rcafon and religion, better taught, 
: Gen tulate the dead, a and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 
It binds in chains t=e raging ills of life: 
1 uit and an AION, \ vrath and avarice, 
Nagg'd at his chariot-wheel, app! Jaud his power. 
That Uls corroſive, cares impor tunate. 
Art not immortal SR O death ! is thine. 
Our day of diſſolution name it right; 
Tis our great pay-day; tis our harveſt, rich | 
And 1Pe: What though the fickle, ſometimes keen z 
ju? lars us as we revp the golden grain? 


5 More 


But O! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends, 4 
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Were death deny'd, to live would not be lift; ; 


NARGISSA, 
More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. 
Birth's feeble cry, and death's deep diſmal groan, 
Are {lender tributes low-taxt nature pays 
For mighty gain: The gain of each, a life! 


Life dies, compar'd ; Life lives beyond the grave. x4 
And feel I death ! no joy from thought of thee 

Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires 

With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 

Death, the deliverer, who reſcnes man! 

Death, the rewarder, who the reſcu'd crowns ! 

Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 

Kich death, that realizes all my cares, 

Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera ! 

Death, of all pain the period, not of joy; 

Joy's ſource, and ſubject, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt; 

One, in my ſoul; and one, in her great Sire; : 

Though the four winds were warring for m duſt, 

Yes, and from winds, and waves, aud central nizzht, | 

Though priton'd there, my duft too I reclaim, 

(To duſt when drop proud nature's pronaett ſpheres) 

And live intire. Dcathis the crown of life: 

Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain 


. 2 


Were death deny'd, cv'n fools would wiſh to dic, 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we riſe; we reign! 
Spring from our fetters; ſaſten in the ſkies; 
2 7 
Where blooming Eden withers in our ſight: 
Death gives us more than was in Eden Jutt, 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When fhall I die to vanity, pain, death? 
When ſhall I die? —\\ 1c. Lal I le for cer? 
| 
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CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 


CONTAINING | 
OUR-ONLY GURTE 
| FOR THE 


FEAR OF DEATH; 


N 0 | 
PROPER SENTIMENTS OF HEART 
ON TMAT 


INESTIMABLE BLESSING. 
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Much indebted muſe, O Yorxe ! intrudes. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and.of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a ſerious. ſon. 
How ceep implanted in the mind of man 
The dread of death! I ling its ſov'reign cure. 
Why ſtart at deatli? Where is he? Death arriv'd, 


Is paſt; not come, or gone, he's never here. 
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» Fre hope, {cnſation falls; black-boding man 

} Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the firoud, the mattock, and the gave; 
a The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the vorm; 
5 

ö 


Theſe are the bugdears of a winter's eve, ; 
he terrors of the living, not the dead. | 
imagination's fool and error's wretch, 
lan makes a death, which nature never mace 3 
Then on the point of his own tancy fails 
And feels a thouland deaths, in fearing one. 

But were death friglitful, what has age to fear?” 
IH prudent, age ſhould mcet the friendly foe, 


And flic]ter in his hoſpitable glcom. N 
Il ſcarce can meet a monument, but holds ; 

* My younger; ev'ry date eries Come away. 

0 . RX ) 1 41 Wy 1 

And what recalls me? Look the worid around, 

= And tell me what: The wiicſt cannot tel]. 


Should any born of woman give his thought 

Pell range, on juſt diſlike's unbounded held z. 

Of things, the vanity z of men, the flaws: 

Flaws in the beſt 3 the many, flaw all Ger; 

As Icopards, ſpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark; 

4 Vivacious ill, good dying immature z 

1 (How unmature, Nakcissa's marble tells!) 

And at his death bequcathing endleſs pain; 

His heart, though bold, would ficken at the ſight,. 


And ſpend itſelf in fighs, for future ſcenes. 
'F But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant 
* To lucky life) ſome perquilites of joy; 
4. time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long: rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 


But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleaſing reflestions on parts welk-ſuſtain'd, 
Or purpos'd emendations where we fail'd, 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
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Tofs fortune back her tiulcl, and her plume, 
And drop this maſk CI !! 1th behind the ſcene. 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 


A new world riſes, and new manners rein: 


Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band ! arrive, 

To puſh me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there. 

What a pert race ſtarts up! the itrangers gaze, 

And I «at them; my neighbour is unknown; 

Nor that the worſt: Ah me! the dire effect 

Of leit? ring here, of death defrauded long; 

Of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice), 

My very maſter knows me not. 
Shall I care Jay, peculiar is the fate ? 

T're been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot, 

An object ever preſſing dims the ſight, 

And hides behind its arbor to be ſeen. 

When in his courtiers ears J pour my plaint, 

They Crink it as the nectar of the great; 


And 4 pee my hand, and beg me come to-morrowe 
Reſuſa 


! canſt thou wear a ſimoother form? 
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme 

Who cheapens lite, abates the Fear of Death: 

Twice told the period ſpent ortſtubborn Troy 

Court favour, yet untaken, L beſiege; 

Ambition's ill- judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas! ambition makes my little leſs; 

Embitt'ring the poſſeſs d: Why with for more 

Wiſhing, of all employments, is the worſt; 

Philoſophy's reverſe; and health's decay 

Were I as plump as Ralr'd theology, 

Wiſhing would waſte me to this ſhade again. 

Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 


Wiſhing is an expedient to be poor. 


Withing that conſtant hectic of a fool; | 


Caught : at a court; purg'd off by purer ally 


And ſimpler diet; "gitts of rural lite 
Bloſt 
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Beſt be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed, 
The world's a ſtately bark, on dang'rous ſeas, 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aihore, 

I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 

As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms: 

And mevitate on ſcenes, more ſilent {till 3 

I purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Doath. 
Here, like a ſhepherd 75 zing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 

Hager ambition's fiery chace I ſee; 

] ice the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 

Burſt law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purſuing, and purſu'd, cach other's Prey 3 j 


wy 


As wolves, for rapine3 as the fox, for wiles 3 


Tul Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all, 
Why al this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 

What though we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame 3 ? 

Eartli's hizheſt ſtation ends in, Here be lies: 

And << duſt to duſt” coartades her nobleſt ſong. 


If this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 


One. though in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd bis ſcheme 


For future vacancies in church or ftate 


Some avocation deeming it to die, 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rieh; 
Guilt's Plunder! and the loudeit laugh of hell. 
O my coevals! remnants of yourſelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave! 
Shall we, ſhall age men, like aged trees, 
Strüce deeper their vile roct, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched ſoil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 


With. 
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With av'rice and convulſions, grafping hard? 
*Craſping at air! for what has earth befi dle? 
Man wants but Inte; nor that little, long; 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very 11 5 
Which frugal nature lent bim for an hour! 
Years unezperienc'd ruſh on num'rous is 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of Goathe 


When in this vale of years I backward loch 


And mils ſuch numbers. numbers too of Cock. 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And ſlricter on their guard, and aitter far 
To play lies fubtile g7 me. 1 ſcarce believe 
J itill ſurvive: And am ti fonck ef life, 
Wo ſcarce can think it poſfible, I li? 
Alive bv miracle - or, what is nezt, 
Alive! * Map! if J am ſt ul alive, 
Who long have bary* d what gives life to 1; ve, 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſballow, thai impure 
And vapid; Senſe and Reaſon ſhew the door, 
Call for my hier: and point me to the duſt. 

O chou great arbiter of life and death 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 
Whoſe alkprotific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where [ jay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank beneath 
The duſt I tread on, hi g to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence 5 and could know 
No motive, but my bleſs; and haſt ordain'd 
Ariſe in bleſſing! with the Patriarch's joy, 
"They call I follow to the land unknown; 
J truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt; 
Or life, or death, is equal 3 neither weighs: 
Ali weight in this 0 let me live to thee! 
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Though nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt; 
Still frowns grim Death 3 guilt points the tyrant's 
ſpcar. | 
And whenes all human guilt? From death forgot. 
Ah me! too long I ſet at noug nt the fwarm 
Of friendly warnings, witich around me flew 
And ſmil'd, unſmicten: Small my caute to ſmile! 
Doath's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadial by delay, the longer ere 
hey firike our hearts, the deeper is the wound; 
= Ot nink how deep, Lokzxvzo? here it ſtings: | 
* Whocan appeaſz its anguiſh? How it burns 
What hand that barb'd, invenom'd thought c can draw? | 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? h 
And turn ny ſight undaunted on the tomb? 
Wa ith joy, — vi ith grief, that healing hand I fee; 

An. too conipicuous 7 it is fix'd on high, | 

On high? What means my phrenſy? I blaſpheme; 
Mas! how low! now far beneath the ſkies ! 
ine Ties it ſorm'd; and now it bleeds for me 
Dat bleeds the balm I Wank—yet ſtill it bleeds 
Draw the dire ſteel ih no! the dreadful bletting 
What heart or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? 
Yaere hangs all human hope; ; that nail ſi ports 
The falling anwerſe: That gone, we dr. p; 
Torror receives us, and the diimal with 

Creation had been ee din her birt 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the cut; 
hen ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne 
In heav'n itſelf can ſuch indulge nee dwell? 

O what a groan was there! A groan not ths 
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He ſeiz'd our dreadiul right; the load ſuſtain'd; 
And heav'd the mountain from a gwlty world. 
A thoufand worl 1s, ſo bought, were bought too dear: f 
Senſations now in angels boſoms riſe; Sis 


Suſpend their ſong z and make a pauſa in 2 Hlliſs, 
E O ſr 


53 TE Conv AH & r. Night z. 
O for their ſong; to reach my lofty theme: | 
Inſpire me, Night! wich all thy tunetul ſpheres; 
Whilſt J With feraphs ſhare ſcrap! 1c themes, 
And thew to men the dignity or man; 
Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ' ſong- 
Shall pagan Pages glos; w celeſtial flame, 
And chriſtian Janguiſh? On our hearts, not heads, 
Fall; the toul in/amy :; My heart! awake. 
Vhat can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 
& Expended deity on human weal 27 
Feel the great truths,, which burſt the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endleſs day: To feel, is to be fir d; 
And to believe, Lokrstze! 15 to feel. 
Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Pow'r! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love! 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands; 
And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſev” nfold night; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe! 
In love immenſe, inviolably juſt ! 
Thou, rather than thy juſtice ſhould be ſtrain'd, 
Didſt ſtain the Croſs; and work of wonders far.” 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 
Bold thought! ſhall 1 dare ſpeak it, or repreſs ? 
Should man more exccrate, or boaſt, the guilt | 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance? vi hich ſuch love in- 
flam'd? 
(Yer guilt (how mountainous!) with out-firetch'd arms, 
Stern juſtice, and ſoft-ſmilmg love embrace, 
Supporting. in full majeſty, thy throne, 
When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or that, or man, inevitably Joſt : | 
What but the fathomleſs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
And reſcue bath? Both reſcue! both exakt ! 
O how are both ezaltc-! by the dec 
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{he wondrous deed: or ſhall I call it more? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itſeif! 
A myſtery no Jels to god than men! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full-orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They ſet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound 
Maim hcav'n's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid mercy triumph over—God himſelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praiſe: 
A God all mercy, is a God unjuit, 

Ye brainleſs wits! ye baptiz'd infidels! 


? Ye worſe for mending ! wafh'd to feuler ſtain 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of hœav'l, 


Hcav'n's inexhauſtible exhauſted fund, 
Amazing, and amaz d, pour'd for the price, 
All price beyond : Though curious to compute, 


Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty ſum: 


Its value vaſt ungraſpt by minds create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the ſupreme. 
And was the ranſom paid? It was: And paid 


(What can cxalt the bounty more?) for you. 


The ſun bebeld it—— No. the ſhocking ſcene 

Drove back his chariot : Midnight veil'd his face; 

Not ſuch as this; not ſuch as nature makes; 

A midnight nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new? a drcad cclipſe (without 

Oppoling Foote ho her creator's frown ! 

Sun . didft thou fly thy Maker's pain ? Or ſtart 

At that enormous load of human guilt, 

Which bow'd his bleſſed head; oerwhelm'd his croſs; 

Made groan the centre burſt carth's marble womb, 

With pangs, ſtrange pang; delivered of her dead; 

Hel] ho! wds and heav'n that hour Tet fall a tear 
N Heav! 11 
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Heav'n wept, that men might ſmile! Heav'n bled, that 
Might never die _ [man 
And is devotion virtue? »Tis compell'd: 


What heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts like theſe ? 


Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 


_ The mind {till higher; nor ever glance on man, 


Unrap cur'd, uninflam d Where roll my thoughts 
To reit from wonders? Other wonders rite ; 
And ſtrike where-e er they roll: my ſoul is caugiit : : 


| Heav' n's fovereign bleſſings, eluit'ring from the Croſs 


Ruih on her, in a throng, "and clofe her round, 
The pris' ner of amaze In his bleſt lite, 


I ſee the path, and, in his death, the Price, 


And in his great aſcent, the proof . 
Of immor tality. — —And did he riſc ? 


| Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ve dead! 


He roſe! He roſe! He burit the bars of death. 


Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates? 


And give the King of glory to come in. 

Who is the King of glory? He who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death: 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gat! 

And give the King of glory to come in, 

Who is the King of glorv? He who flew 

The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd all human race 

The king of glory, He, whoſe glory fill'd 

Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 

And with divine complacency beheld 

Pow'rs moſt illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 
The theme, the; Joys how then ſhall wan ſuſtain? _ 

Oh the burſt g gates « cruſli'd ſting 1 demoliſh'd throne : 

Laſt gaſp: of  vanquith! d a Shout earth and 

Hleav'n! 

This ſum of good to man. W hoſe nature, then, 

Took wing, aud mounted with him from the tomb? 

Then, then, TI roſe: then firſt humanity 
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'Tplumphant pait the chryſtal pots of light, 
(Scupendous gueit +) and ſeiz d eternal "youth, 
Seiz'd in our name. L'er ſince, 'tis blalphemous 
To call men mortal. Man's mortality | 
Was, then, transrr'd to death; and heav'n's duration 

Unalienable ſeal'd to this frail frame, 
This child of duit —— — Man, all immortal! hail; 
Hail, heav'n ! all laviſh of ſtrange giits to man! 
Thine all the glory; man's the "boundleſs bliſs. 

Were am L rapt by tuis tuumphan t theme, 
er Cnriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 


n' Aoman mount! Alas 0 Amal cauſe for joy! | 
What if to pain immortal? If extent | 
Of being, to preclude a cloie oi woe ? i 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality 2 | 
I boaſt it ſtill, though cover'd o'er w ith oo - | 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd 3 | 


Tis guilt alone can a his death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juitify 
Relenting guilt in heav'n's ee light. 
If, ſick or tolly, I releat 4 he writes 
My name in heav'n, with that in verted N | 
(A ſpear deep-dipt in blood 1) which pierc'd his fie, 
And open'd there a font for all mankind, 
Who ſtrive, who combat ciimes, to drink, and live: 
This, only this, jubdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ? Wurvey the wondrous cure: 
And at each ſtep, let higher wonder rite ! 
& Pardon for infinite oftcnce ! and pardon 
| & Thro' means that peak its value infinite! 
3 & Apardon bought with blood ! with blood divine! 
10 With blood divine of Him, I made my ſoe! 

Yeriitea io provoke ie, tho) woo'd, and aw'd, 

Bleſt, and chailis'd, a flag Tai rebel {ill ! 
A rahel i, Md the thnanders of, Ius throne ! 
„Nor ] alone! a robe univer; 


—— + gn _ 


— 7 


ee 


6 My 


—— —«ʃ3 gk X—X— — — 


92 T u E NERDS LILY Night 4. 


& My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 

vet by the fouleſt of the foul, he dies, 

++ Moſt joy'd, for the redeem'd from deepeſt guilt : 
« 45 if our race were held of higheſt rank 
And Gadhead dearers as more kind to man!“ 

Bound, ev'y heart: and ev'ry boſom, burn! 
O what a ſcale of miracles is here! | 
Its loweſt round, high planted on the ſkies ; 

Its tow'ring ſummit loſt beyond the thought 

Of man or angel! O that I could climb 

The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe! 
Praiſe ! flow for ever, (if aſtoniſhment 
Will give thee leave) my praiſe! for ever flow; 
Praiſe ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high heay'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific? d, 

And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, ſo due to heav'n fhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume (from plauſive angels wing 
Firſt pluek'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, 

Thus diving iu the pre of the great? 
Is praiſe the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 
Tho) black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 
Oh love of gold! "thou meaneſt of amours! 
ml praiſe her odours waſte on VikTve's dead, 
 Embalm the baſe, pertume the ſtench of gut, 
Earn dirty bread by wathing Ethiops fair 
Removing filth, or ſinging it from fight, 
A ſcavenger i in ſcenes, where vacant poſts, 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
"Their future ornaments? From courts and thrones, 
Return, apoſtate praiſe i thou vagabond! 
Thou proliitute ! to thy firſt love return, 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. 
There flow redundant like Meander flow, 
Back to thy fountain; to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the tongue to ound, the thought to 2 8 
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The ſoul to be. Men homage pay to IG | 
 Thoughtlefs beneath whole dreadtul eye they bow 
In mu nal awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt; and turn their back on thee, 
Great Sire! "whom thrones celcitial ecaſcleſs ſing 3 
T5 proficate angels, an amazing ſcene ! 
| 5s the pre ſu amption of man's awe for man. 
s Author? End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge 
. ail; day thine, and thine this gloom of 3 
With all ber wealth. with all her radiant worlds: 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ! 
What, heavin's meridian glory, but thy imile ? 
And fell nn t praile be thine, not human praile ? | 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujehs live? 
O may I breache no longer, than 1 breathe i 
My foul in praiſe to Him, who gave my ſoul, | 
And all ker infinite of proſpect fair, | 
Cut thro? the ſhades of hell, great Love! by thee 
Oh moſt Adorable ! moſt Unador' d! 
Where ſhall that praiſe begin which ne'er ſhould end? 
Whate'er I turn, what claim on all applaule l 
Now is night's ſable mantle labour'd o'er, 
How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 
What wiſdom ſhines? what-Jove ! This midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd! 
Built with divine ambition nought to thee; 
For others this profuſion : Thou, apart, 
Above! beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, 
For their Creator? Shall I queſtion loud 
The thunder, if in that th' Aknighty dwells? 
Or holds HE furious ſtorms in ſtreighten'd reins, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 
What mean theſe queſtions wb ary I retract 3 | 
My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent God: 
Praiſe I a diſtant deity? Hg tunes 
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My voice (if tun'd); the nerve, that writes, ſuſtains: 


Wrap'd in ER being, I reſound His praiſe: 
But tho' paſt all vifjus'd, without a ſhore, 


His eſſence; local is his throne (as meet), 
To # armer the diſperit (as ſtandards call 

The lite“ from azar): to fix a point, 

A central point, collective of his fons, 

Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

be nameleſs He, whoſe nod is nature's birth: 
And natwe's ſhield, the ſhacow of his hand; 
Her diffolution, his ſuſpended mile! 

The great Firſt-laſt! pavilion'd high he ſits 
Is darkneſs from exceſſive ſplcndor born. 

By gods unſeen, unleſs thro” luſtre loſt. 

His glory, to cr cated glory, bright, 

As that to central horrors 3 he looks down 
On all that ſoars; and 1 frans immenſty. _ c 

Tho' night unnumbered worlds unſclds to view, 
Boundleſs creation! what art thou? A beam, 

A mere efuvium of his majeſty: 

And ſhall an atom of this atom word 

Mutter in duſt and ſin, the theme of heav'n ? 
Tow n to the centre ſhould I fend my though: 
Thro' beds of glitt'ring ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggaf'd blaze wants luſtre for my lay; 
Goes out in darkneſs; if, on tow'ring wing, 

I ſent it thro” the boundleſs wault of itars ! 

The ſtars, tho rich, what Croſs their gold to thee, , 
Great! good! wife! wonderful! eternal King ! 
If to thoſe conſcious ſtars thy throne around, 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing bliſs; 

And aſk their ſtrain z they want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 

Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture dard ns; 
Short of its mark, defcctive, tho' divine. 
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Still more — This theme is man's and man's alone; 


Their vaſt appointments reach it not: They fee 


On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high; 

And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior praiſe! 
Firſt-born of Ether! high in fields of light! 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God! 


Could angels envy, they had envy'd here; 


And ſome did envy ; and the reſt, tho gods, 

Yet ſtill gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 

They leſs would. feel, tho more adorn, my theme, 


They ſung Creation (for i in that day they ſhar'd); 


How role in melody, that Gale of love! 
Creation's great ſuperior man! is thine; 
Thine is redemption; they juſt give the key: 
Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize the ſong; 
Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhould not this 

Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 
Redemption! twas creation more ſublime z 
Redemption! *twas the labour of the ſkies ; 

Far mare than labour It was death in heay'n, 
A truth fo ſtrange ! *twere bold to think it true; ; 

If not far bolder Qtill, to diſbelieve. | 

Here pauſe, and ponder: : Was there death in heav* n 2. 

What then on earth? On earth, which track the blow? 
Who ſtruck it? Who? —0 how is man enlarg'd, 

Seen thro' this medium! How the pigmy tow'rs. 
How counterpois'd his origin from duit! 

How counterpois'd, to duſt his ſad return! 

How voided his val diſtance from the ſkies ! 

How near he preſſes on the {er aph” s wing! 

Which is the ſerapn? Which the born of clay! 

How this Leman rates thro the thickeſt cloud 

Of guilt, and clay condenſt, the ſon of heav'n ! 

The double ſon; the made, and the re- made! 
And Mall heav' n 1 on property be loſt ! 


Man's 
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Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 
To man the bleeding croſs has promis'd all; 
The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall He deny! 
O ve! who, from this R: ck of ages, leap, 
Apoſtates, plunging headlong in the deep. 
What cordial joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 
Our int'reſt in the Maſter of the ſtorm! 
Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruin ſmile 3 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 

Man! know thyſelf. All wiſdom centres there: 
To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, 'imen-o'er-look, admire z 
How long ſhall human nature by their book, 
Degen'rate mortal! and unread by Thee? 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders There; 


What high contents! Jlluſtgious faculties : 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 


Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd irom divine, 


By heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the Crols. 


Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf 
An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god? 
A glorious partner with the Deity | 
In that high attribute, immortal life? 


If a Cod bleeds, he bleeds not ſor a worm: 


I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting ſoul 


Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at Thee; 


And Crops the world——or rather, more enjoys: 


How chang'd the face of nature ! how improv'd. 

What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, 

Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 

It is another ſcene | another Telf ! 

And fill another, as time rolls along 

And that a felf far more illuſtrious ſt1'), 

Lend long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades 
7 Ir | Unpierc'd 


r 
r 


Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of en fate! 
How nature opens, and receives my ſoul 
In boundleſs walks of raptur » thought ! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me! What new births 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreig 1 to the fun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 
Is this extravagant > Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be Juſt :. | 
Conce ption unconfin'd wants wings to reach hims: 
8 its reach, the Godhead only, more, 
e, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
T be ors of rationals z one: ſpirit pour d 
From ſpirit's awtul fountain pour'd Himſelf 
Thro' all their fouls 3 bat aot in equal ſtream, 
Profuſe, or tfragal, of thi Alpin God, 
As his wiſe plan demands; and when paſt 
Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made , 
Reſorbs them all into Himfelf again; 
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His throne their centure, a and. nis mile their crown. 


Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing, 
Tho' yet unſung, as deem'd, Perhaps, too bold? 
Angels are men of a fuperior. kind; 

Angels a are men in lighter habit clad, 
His! zh o'er celeſtial 2 wing din fliglit 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who made this miry vale, and climb with pair. 
And ſipp'ry ſtep: the bottom of the ſteep 
Angels their failings, morenis net Ur pralle; 
While Here, of corps ethereal, fuck enroll d, 
Aud ſummon'd to the glorious Stangar: han, 
Which flames eternal erimſon thro! the lies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtle:s of their kin, 
Let abſent; but not abſent rom tl zir love. 
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Our triumphs; GABRIEL on our errands flown, 


ent by the SOV*REIGN : and are theſe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ! And Thou (ſhame burn 


The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute ? 
Religion's All. Deſcending from the ſkies 
To wreiched man, the goddeſs in her left 


Hollis out this world, and, in her right, the next; 


I eligion! the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 


Ev'n in this night of frailty, ehange, and death, 
She gives the ſoul a ſoul that acts a god. 


Religion! Providenee! and After-ſtate ! 
Here is firm footing; here is ſalid rock ! 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides ; 
Sinks under us; Beſtorms, and then devours. 


His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 


And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 


| Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 


Climbs ſome fair eminence, where Ether pure 
Surropmds him, and Elyſian proſpects riſe, 
His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load; 


As if new-born, he triumphs in the change; 


So joys the foul, when from inglorious ai ms, 

And ſordid ſweets, from ſeeulence and froth 

Of ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts. 

To Reaſon's region, her own element, 

Breaths hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
Religion ! thou the ſoul of happieſsz _ 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! There ſhine 


The nobleſt truths; there ſtrongeſt motives ſing 3 


There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul ; 
There, nothing but compulſion is forborn. 
Can love allure us? or can terror awe? 
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Michael has fought our battles; RAPHAEI. ſung 
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He weeps! the falling drop puts out the ſun; 
He ſighs the figh earth's deep toundaiion ſhakes. 
If in his love ſo terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fire ? 
Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, out blazing other fires? 
Can pray'r, can ꝓraiſe avert it? — Thou, my All! 
My theme? my inſpiration! and my crown! 
My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 
My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth my world; 
My light in darkneſs! and my life in death 
My boaſt thro' time! bliſs thro” eternity! 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praile ! 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man! 
To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 
My ſacrifice ! my God !—what things are theſe! 

What then art THOU ! by what name fhall I call: 
Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, [Thee 2 
Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 
By me unrival'd ; thouſands more ſublime, 
None half fo dear, as that, which, tho' unſpoke 
Still glows at heart! O how omnipotence 
Is lolt in love! Thou great PHILANTHROPIST ! 
Father of angels.! but the friend of man: 
Like Jacos, fondeſt of the younger born! 
Thou, who didſt ſave him, ſnatch the ſmoking brand. 
From out the flames, and quench it in- thy blood ? 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtreſs! 
To make us groan beneath our-gratitude, 
Too big for birth! to favour, and confound; 
To challenge, and to diſtance all return! 
Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights to ſoar 
And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale : 
Thy right too great, defrauds thee of thy due; 
And ſacrilegious our ſublimeſt ſong. 
But ſince the naked will obtains thy ſmile, 
Bencath this monwnent of praiſe unpaid, 


And | 
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And futture lite ſymphonious to my ſtrain 

(That nobleſt hymn to heav'n !) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear of death! and ev'ry fear, 

The dread of ev'ry evil, but I hy frown. 

Whom ſee 1 yonder, 10 demurely ſmile! 
Laugiter a labour, and might break their reft.. 

Ne quictiſs, in hom mage to the ſkies! 

Serene! of loft ad: dreſs! who mildly make 

An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 

Abhorring violence; who halt indeed 3. 

But, for the bleſſing, wreitie not with awd 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 
Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the ſoul? 
Rea ſon alone baptiz'd2 alone ordain'd 

To touch things ſacred? Oh for warmer ſtill! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow rs 3. 
On for an humble heart, and prouder fong | 
THOU, my much-injur' d theme! with that ſoft eye, 
Which melted o'er doomed Salem, Ain to lock 
Compaſſion to the coldneſs of my breaſt ; 

And pardon to the winter in my ſtrains. 

Oh ye eold-hearted, frozen, formaliſts 

On ſuch a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here. 

Shall heav'n, which gave us ardor, and has ſhewn: 
Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 

What ſmooth emolients in theology, 

Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preach, 

That roſe of piety, a lukewarm. praile ? 

Riſe odours {weet from incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lakewarm, is unde vout-; 

But when it glows, its heat is {truck to heav'n; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung; 
High hcav'n's orcheſtra, chaunts amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant Krain, 
| Sweet to the ſoul aud- taſting ws or heav'n, 
| Sofi * 
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Soft-wafted on celeſtial pity's plume, 


Thro' the vaſt ſpaces ©! ine univerſe, 

To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 

Oh when will death (now ſtingleſg) like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir? O when will death 
This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw Gown 2? 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

Oh death divine! that giv'it us to the fies! 
Great future! glorious patron of the paſt 

And preſent: when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore? 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little iſle of life, 

This dark, incarcerating colony 


© 


Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain; 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 


That leads to naturc's great metropolis, 
And re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 


Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne 


Who hears our advocate, and, thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name! | 

"Tis this make Chriſtian triumph a command; 

"Tis this makes joy a duty to the wile z | 

Tis impious in a good man to be fad. 

Se thou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our hope 
Touch'd by the Croſs, we live: or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; mere divine, 
Than that which touch'd confuſion ante form, 


And darkneſs into glory; partial touch! 


Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 


Sacred to man, and fov'reign thro' the whole 


Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 

From heav'n thro' all duration, and ſupports 

In one illuſtrious, and amazing plan, 

Thy welfare, nature! and thy God's renown 

That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 

Biſcas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in e 
Turns 
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1 Turns earth to heav'n, to heav'nly thrones transforms 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. ir 
Doſt aſk me when? When He who dy'd return F 
Returns, how chang'd! Where then the man of woe? 
In glory's terrors all the godhead burns; | - 6 
And all his courts, exhautted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 
Leave a ſtupendous ſolitude in heav'n; 
Repleniſht toon, repleniſht with increaſe 
Of pomp, and multitude 3 a radiant band 
Of angels new; ef angels from the tomb, 
Is this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
Dark doubts between the promiſe; and event ? 
I ſend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth 
Nature is Chriſtian preaches to mankind. 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
_ Haſt thou nc'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
TY illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
'Thro? depths of Ether; coaſts unnumber'd worlds, 13 
Of more than ſolar glory; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of a thouſand ycars. ö 
Thus, at the diſtan'd period, ſhall return | 7 
HE, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze : | 
And, with Him, all our triumph o'er the toms 
Nature is dumb on this important point; 
Or hope precarious in low whiſper breathes; 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtinct; ev'n adders hear? 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 
To break the ſhock blind nature cannot ſhun, 
And loads thought ſmoothly on the ſarther ſhore. 
Heath's terror is the mountain faith removes; 


2 


Ry 


. 


* 


„/ . ET ROT 


That 


Tu CHRISTIAN "TRIUMPH, 

That mountain barrier between man and peace. 

is faith diſarms deitruction; and ablolves 

From ev'ry clam' rous charge, the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo —© ixeaſon bids, 

% All- ſacred reaſon.. Hold her ſacred ſtill; 

Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame: 

All- ſacred reaſon! ſource, and ſoul, of all 
Demanding pride, on carth, or earth above ! 

My heart is thine : Deep in its inmoſt folds, 
Live thou with Hife; live dearer of the two. 
Wire I the bleſſed Croſs, by fortune ſlampt 
On pallive nature, before thought was born? 

My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeal ; 

No; reaſon re-bapti'd me when adult; 
Weigh'd true, and falſe, iy ber impartial ſcale 3 
My heart became the convert of my head; 

And made that chgice, which once was but my fate. 
% On argument alone my faith is built:“ 

Rea ſon purſu'd is faith; and, unpurſu'd 

Where proof invites, lis reaſon, then, no more; 

And ſuch our proof, That, or our faith, is right, 

Or realon lyes, and heav'n deſign'd it wrong: 
Abſolve me This? What, then, is blaſphemy * 
Fond as we are, and julily fond, of faith, 

Reaſon, we grant, demands our dirſt regard 

Tne mother henour'd, as the daughter dear 

Reaſon the root, iair faith is but the Aer; 

The fading flower ſhall die; but reaſon li ves Ly 

Immortal, as ker Father in the figs. 

When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it fa. 

Wrong not the Chriſlian; think not reafon yours > 

is reaſon our great Maſter. holds fo dear; . 

*Tis reaſon's injur'd rights His wrath reſents ! 

*Tis reaſon's voice obey'd His glorious. crown! 

To give Joſt reaſon life, He pour'd his owns 

Eclieve, and fhew the fo ot a. man; 


2 


w> 


— —— SE. ( 1 
— n — d ND - 
— —_—— — == — . — 
_— - 4 m_ 2 2 — — — — 


— 7a — 
— 


1 
— 


*% 
hs 
4 
: 
. 
1 


* 
9 
I 


** 


K. Believe 


74 TAE CON LAIN T. 
Neve, ani] taſſe the pleaſure of a God; 
1518 ve, and jool- with triumph © on the tomb: 


8 


 Teaion*3 noun is alone thy faith can dic; 


| 7 ien qyins, e gives to death, 
And dirs in tn his twice- mortal ſting, 
Team hen noure, what loud pæans, due 
A 


Fo those, Waoputh ow antidote aſide; 

Thoſe batted 4rients to reaſon, an tO man, 
Whoſe fatal Jove n be gv ry joy, and leaves 
Deatn's terror bei hten'd, SDax ing on the heart, 
Thie pompous ſons of rea r idoliz'd 

And vility d and at once; of reaſon dead, 

Then C city d, as monar an were of old; 

Whet conduct Plants Proud laurels on their brow? 


Wulle love cf truth, tho? all their camp reſounda, 


They dra 5 5 curtain o'er the noon-tid ray 
Spike up their inch of re aſon, on the point 
Vf I hiloſophie wit, call'd Argument; 
And then, exulting in their taper, ery, 
% "Behold the wy v:“ And, Indian-like, "adore, 
Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love! 
non maker of new morals to mankind! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
FLO W as SOCRATES, if ſuch they were, 
(Tor will they bate > of that ſublime renown) 
Ag weile as SocraTEs, might juilly ſtand 
The dentition of a m oJern fool, 
\ CHEISTAIN f the higheſt ſtile of man: 
18 were, Wo the elf. 2 Groſs WII CS Off, 
Is a fob hlot iram his diſhonour'd brow 2 
angels tren able, 'tis at ſuch a ſight: 
The wretch they <q uit. deſponding of their charge, 
More Breck with 81 ic f or wonder, who can tell? 
Le ſeld to ſenſe! ve eitlzens of earth! 
uch alone the Chrittian banner fly) 
Know ve how wie: your choice, how great your gain? 
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Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man: 
„He calls his with, it comes; he lends it back, 
And ſays, he call'd 3 that ar! 1c. 
Meets the ſame welcome; yet he ftill calls on; 
Till one calls him, who varics not his call, 
& But holds him fait, in chains of darkneis bound 
Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him fres; 
A freedom far lets clone than his chain,” 
But grant man happy 3 grant bim happy long 
Add-to life's higheſt prize 4 lateſt hour; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach, 
That like, a polt, comes on in full career: 
How {wif the ſhuttle Hes, that weaves thy ſhroud !. 
Where. is the fable of thy former years? 
Thrown down tl de gulf of time; as far from Thee 
As they had: ne'er been thine; the day 5 3 
Like a bird ſtruggling to Ber. loole, is go 
Scarce now polleis'd, fo ſuddenly tis gene; 
And each ſwiſt moment Badly is death advanc'd 
By ſt ſtride as ſwiſt: Eternity is All; 
And whoſe Eternity 2 Who tri: ump 25 there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blils! 
For ever baſking 1 in the De: ity » NE. 
Loks NZO ! who?—TVhy e ſhall ri rep] 7: 

O give it leave to ſpeak; uren ſpeak ore Jong, 
Thy leave unaſk'd: Loxexzo ! hear it now, 
While ulcſul its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great clict, the vine dceree, 
Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 
An honeſt hour, and faithful to her trutt; 
Truth, eldeſt daughter of the Deity; 
＋ ruth, of his council, when he made the worlds; 
Nor less „ When he ſoc ll 3 judge the worlds he made; 
Tho' filent lo: 85 and ſleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 
Smother'd with errors, and oppreſs' with toye, 
That heav'n-commiſſioned hour ro ſooner calls, 
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But from her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 

Like him they fable under Etua whelm'd, 

The goddels burits in thunder, and in- flame 3 

Loud Fy convinces, and ſcverely pains 

Dark dæmons I aitcharge, . and Hydra 1 7 

The keen vibration of bright truth—is Hell: 
Juſt definition? thb* by ſchools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth! peruſe this Parſon'd page, 
And truſt, for once, a prop bet, and a prieſt; 


6& Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die. v 1 
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O RENZ O] to recriminate is juſt,. 
Fondneſs for fame is avariee of air. 

I grant the man is vam who writes for praiſe. 
Praiſe no man e'er deſerv'd, who ſought no more. 
As juſt thy ſecond charge. I grant the muſe 

Has often bluſht at her degen'rate ſons, 
Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe; 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 
And ſubtilize the croſs into refin'd: 
As if to magic numbers powerful charm 
*Twas given, to make a.civit.of their ſong. 
Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perſume. . 
Wit, a true pagan, deifies the brute, _ 
And lifts our ſwine-enjoy ments from the mire... 
The fact notorious, nor abſcure the cauſe. 
We wear the chains of pleaſure, and of pride. 
Theſe ſhare the man; and. thoſe diſtradt him too b : 
| Draw 


* 
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raw diff'rent ways, and clath in their commands. 
Pride, Ike an eagle, builds among the flars; 
But N lark-like, neſts upen, the ground. 
Joys ther'd by 1 Prutc- creation, pride reſents; 
Pleaſure embraces: Man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: A point how hard to ga; in! 
But, what can't wit, when flung by feng deſire ? 
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 

Since jd /s of ſenie can't rife to reaſon's taſte 3 
In ſubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a 7calor ncẽ,w, that ſtocps 
To ſordid fenes, and meets them with applauſe. 
Wit calls the graces tha chaſte zone to looſe; 
Ner Jets than a plump gau to fill the bow]: 
A thouſand phanteins, d a thouſand Tells, 
A thouſand opiates ſcaiters, to delude, 
Toſaicmate. mebriaie, lay aſlecp, 
And the foo! d mind Cc light fully conſound. 

Thus that which fhock'd the judgment, ſhocks no moroꝶ 
That lich gave pride offence, no more offends. 
Picature and pride, by nature mortal focs, 
At war cetera, which in man ſhall reign, 
« By wit's acorels, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin' d to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed art : wipes off th indebted bluſkt 
From nature's che eck, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame... 
Man imiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And infamy ſtands candidate for Praiſc. 

All writ by man in favour of the ſou), 

Theie ſenſual ethics far, in bulk. tranicend.- 

de fow'rs of elequence, profutcly pour'd 
© e | ipotte vice, fill half tlie letter'd world. 
Can pow'rs cf genius exerciſe their Pages 
And conſecrate chormities with ſong ? 
But Jet not theſe inexpiable firains-, 
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0 ondemn the muſe that knows her dig onity 3 
Nor mzanly ſtops at time, but holds the world 
As ts, in nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her eſteem; from whence to {tart, 
And run the round of [univerſal ſpace, 

To vilit Being univerſal there, | 
And Being's Source that utmoſt flight of mind! | 
Vet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumcerence, . 
We I knows, but what is mortal, nought is great: (it 
Sing ſyrenes only? Do not angels ſing ! vi 
There is in poely a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to proſe, 
Her younger ſiſter; happy, not more wile. 

EF ink if thou, Lozznzot to find paſtimes here? 

No guiity paſhon blown into a flame, 

No foible flatter'd, dignity diſgrac'd, 

No fairy field of FI all on flower, 
No rainbow colours, here, or ſilken tale: 

But folemn counſels, images of awe, 

Truth, which eternity lets fall on man 

With double weight, through theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death-deep lilence, and incumbent ſhade: 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall revitit your laſt hour: 

Viſit uncall'd, and live when life expires 3 ; 
And Of dark Pe: neil, midnight! darker ill 
In me lancholy dipt, "embrowns the whole, 

Yet this, &'va this, my laughter-loving fr friends! 

LokzNzO! and thy brothers of the ſmile! 

15 what imports you molt, can moſt engage, 
Shall meal your ear, and chain you to my 101g 
Or, i you fail me, know, the wile thall taſte 
The trutns I ſiag; the troths I ſing ſhall feel; 


2 7 
And, fecling, give aſſent; and their aſlont 
1; ample recompence z is more than prail, 
But eltiefty thine, O Lrreayrer.D: nor miſtake 3 ſt 
Lins not 1 n. introduc c'd i fore my way: | (i 
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 Narc1384, not unknown, not unally'd, 


By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! | 4 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 4 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends 1 1 
Uncall'd, and aſks admittance for the muſe: 1 
A muſe that will not pain thee with thy praiſe; wh 
Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by .nobler fl inſpir'd. ] 
O Thou! Blett Spirit! whether. the ſupreme, 7 
jreat antemundane Eather ! in whoſe breaſt L 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, ; 
And all its various revolutions roll'd F 
Pre ent, through future: prior to themſelves 7 
Whole breath can blow it into nought again; ] 
Or, ſrom his throne ſome delegated pow'r, | 
Who, ſtudious of our peace, doth turn the : thought 4 
From vain and vile, to ſordid and ſublime \N 
Unſzn thou lead'ſt me to delicious draughts F 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, 4 
And fuller of the God, than that which burſt 8 
From fam'd Caflatia : Nor is yet allay'd 1 
My facred thirſt; through long my foul has rang'd F 
Through pleaſing paths of moral, and divine, 1 
By Thes ſuſtain'd, and lighted by t! e STARS. N 
By them belt lighted are the paths of thought,; F 
Nights are their days, their moſt Ylumiu'd hours. N 
3y day, the ſou], o'crborve by life's. career, 7 
'Stuns'd by the din, and giddy with che glare, = 
Reels far from reaſon, joltled by the throng, 
By day the ſoul is paſſive, all her thoughts A 
Impos'd, precarious, broken ere mature. / 
By night, from objects free, from paſion cool. 8 
Thoughts uncontroPd, and unimpreis'd, che births R 
Y Of pure election, arbitrary range, ; A 
i Not to the limits of on: world confin' 4: F 
: [But from ethereal travels light on earth, A 
As voyagzrs drop anchor, fer rœpoſe. A 
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Let Indians, and the gay like Indians, fond 
Ol feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore: 
-Darknels has more divinity for me; 
| It ſtrikes thouglit inward; it dives back the ſoul 
Jo ſettle on Herfelt, our point ſupreme . A j 
"There lies our theatre! there fits our judge. Ft 
Darkneſs the curtain drops on life's dull ſcene ; 0 
Tis the kind hand of Prov idence ſtreteh'd out all 
"Twizt man andwanity ; tis reaſon's reign, . 1 
And virtue's too; thele tatelary ſhades 
Are man's aſylum from the tainted throng. | k 
Night is the good man's friend, and guar: dian £005 
It no leſs reſcues virtue, than inſpires. 
Virtue, for ever frail, as fair below, 
Her tender nature ſufters in the croud, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
"The world's infectious 3 few bring back at cve, 
Immaculate, the mann: T3 of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted : we reſolv'd 
Is ſhaken 3 we renounc'd, returns again. 
Facli ſalutation may ſlide in a fin 
Untaought before, or fix a former fav, | 
Nor 13 ic ſtrange: Lignt, motion, concur ſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us - abi -0a.4: thought outward bound, 
Neglectful of our home-aitairs, flics off 
In fume and düipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the tae. 
Prelent ezample gets Within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few repcli'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain | i 
Strikes, like a peltilence, from breuſt to breaſt; 4 
Riot, pride, perfi dy. blue vapours breathe; 1 
And inhumanity is caught from man, | 1 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſiagle glance, W 
And ſliot at random, oſten has brought home ' 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing heart, mh. 
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Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. 


We ſee, we hear, wit i peril; laiety dwells 


Remote from multitudes ; the world's a ſchool. 
Or wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around! 
Wo mutt, or imitate, or diſapprove; 


Mui liſt as their accomplices, or foe* 


That flains our ipnocence 3, this wounds UCP cace. 
From -nature's birth, hencg. Wiſdem has been mit 
With feet receis, and lancuik'd for the ſhade. 
This ſacred, ſhade, and ſolitude, wat is ii? 

*Tis the felt prelence of the Deity. 
2025 x are the faulis we fatter when alone. 

Vice ſinks in her allurcments, 18 ungilt, 
And looks, like other ob, ccte, black by might. 
By night an Athieſt hali->clieves a God. 

: Nic t is fair virtuc's immemerial friend; 

The conſcious moon, tlirough ev'ry diſtant age, 
Ilas held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 

On conten Pilati n's eye, her pur; ding: ay. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'a from heav'n 
Prlofophy the far, to dwell w its men, 

And from ther manners, nct inilame their pride, 

While o'er his head, as fearti to mcleit 
Iiis lab'ring mind, the ſtars in fl lere ſlide, 
And fem alli gang on their future pucil, 
See lim ſcliciting bis ardent ny i 
In Divate auvience: All the live-long night, 
Wt id in thought, wy moticnleſs, he Hands; 
Ner quits Eis theme, cr pofturc, ul the dun 
(Rude drunkard ring roiy from the main! 
Digus 1s his noller intellectut al beam, 
nd gives him to the tum, ct the world. 
Fail, Prec ious monents « Row n ſrom the black waſte 
Or murder'd time! Auſpicicus midnight! hail! 
The wolld czcluact, ev 17 nion hufh'd 
And open'd a cahm intercourſe with heaven, 
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Here the ſoul fits in council; ponders paſt, 
' Predettines future action; ſees, not ſcels, 
Tumultuous life 5 and realons with the ſtorm; 

All her lyes anſwers, and thinks down wor charms. 

What awful j joy! What mental liberty | 

Jam not pent in darkneſs 3; rather ſay 
(if not too bold) in darkne's I'm embower'd. 
Delighiful gloom ! the cluſt'ring Foughts arcunt 
Spontaneous rile, and bloſſom in the ſhade 
But droop by day, and ſicken in the ſun. 
Thought borrows light cllewhere: from that firſt fire, 
Fountain of animation! whence deſcends 
IRA, my celeſtial gueſt !* who deigns 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and now 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 
From pleaſing dailiance with the charms of nizht 
My vandring thoughts recals, to what EXCItES 
Far other beat of heart! Narcissa's tomb! 
Or is it tecble nature calls me back, 

And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? 
Is it a Stygian vapour + in my bloo:? 
A. cold, tlow Paddle, ung through my veins? 
Or is it thus . ith all mon {—— Thus. with all. 
What are we? How unequal 5 Now we Laar. 
And now we PO ; to be the ſame, tranſcænds 
Our preſcut proweſs. Deaily pays the foul 
For lodging il; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reaſon, 2 baffied counſellor | but adds 

The bluſh of weakneis to the band of woe. 

The nobleſt ſpiric fizhting | her hard fate, 

in this damp Guigy region, charg'd wit 1:014ms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untauglit io fly; 

Or, flying, ſhort her fligiit, and ture her fall. 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to 1c ag, _ is 
10 not to vield, though beute n, all gur Praiic, 
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Though Proud! in promiſe, big in previous thought 

EF:reriencs damps our triumph. I, who late, 

Emerging 2 from the ſhadows of the grave, 

here grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 

Trrew wide. the gates of everlaſting day 

And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off pain | 

Mortality ſhook off, in-Ether pure, 

And ſtrug the ſtars now feel my ſpirits fail 

They drop me from the zenith; dewn I ruth, ; 

Eike him-whom fable fledg'd with wazen wings 

In ſorrow drown'd—yat vet in ſorrow loſt... 

How wretched is the man who never mouru'd! 

J dive for precious pcarl in ſorrow's ſtream: 

Not ſo the thoughtle is man that only grieves; 

Take all the torment, and reſpecls the gain 

(Ineſtimable gain!) and gives heav'n leave 

To makes him but more wretched, not more wiſe. 
If wifdom is our lefon (and what elſe 

Ennobles man? What clic have angels learnt?) 

Grief; more pr oficients 1 in thy {choet are made, 

Than genius, cr prowt Jearning, e er cou'd bait... 

Voracious jearning, often cer ed, | 

Digelis vot into ſenſe her motely meal. 

This beok-eaſe, with dark booty almoſt” burſt, 

This ſorager on others wiſdom; heaves 

Her native farm; her reaſon quite untill'd. 

With mixt manute ſhe farfeits the rank foil, . 

Fang” d, but not dreſs'd; and rich to beggarye- 

A pomp untameable of wee dsrprevails. 

Her fervant's wealth, incumker'd wiſdom mourns. 
And what ſaxs genius ?. Let the dull be wiſc.“ 

Geniue too hard for right;. can preve it wrong; 

And Joves to boaſt, where bluſh men Jeſs inſpir d 

It pleads exemption from the laws of: ſenſe: 

conſiders reaſon as a leveller; 


A} ſcorne to ſhare a bleſſing with the croud, 
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That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaiure gives the rell. 
CRas8vs but iigeps, ARDiELIO is undone. 
Wiſdom teis ſhudders at a fool, than wit. 
But wiſdom miles, when number mortals weep. 


When ſorrow wounds the breait, as Eloughs the glebe, 


And hearts obdurate feel her ſoſt' ning, eser t : 
Her teed celeſtial, then, glad wiidom. sous; 
Her golden harveE triumphs in the toil. 

If fo, Na:icrssa ? welcome my relapſe; 

I'll raiſe a taz on my calamity, 

And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 

1'1l range the plentcousintellectual field.; 

And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign power 
To chaſe the moral maladies of man; 


Thouguts, which may bear tranſplanting to the ſkies, 


Though natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil; 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ling, 
Refin'd, exalted not annulſid, in heav'n. 
Reaſon the {un that gives chem birth, the ſame 
In eicher elime, though more illuſtrious there. 
"Theſe choĩceſt cull'd, and elegantly mes; 
Shall form a garland for NaRCiss4's tomb; 
And, peradventure,. of no fading flower Hs 

Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choice defcend 7” 
* TI importance of eontemp ; the tomb; 
„ Why men decline it; ſrieidè shu birth 3. 
The various kind of grief the- faults of age; 
And death's dread character invite my ſong.” 

And, firſt th' importance of our end ſurvey' d. 
Friends oouneil quick. diſmiſſion of our grief: 
Miſtaken kindneſs !” our hearts heal too foon.... 
Are they more kind than he, who truck the Blow 
Who bid it do his errand in burhearts, | 
And baniſh peace, till nobler gueſts arrive, 
And bring it. — aue, and-cncleſs Prace 

Claude, 
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Galamities are friends: As glaring day 


Of thele unnumber'd luſires robs our ſight; 


Profpert ity puts cut unpumber'd thoughts 
Of import igh, and light divine, to man. 
The man how Hei, who, ſick of gaudy icenes, 


(Seencs a pt co thruſt between Us and OQuriclves ') 


Is Ie by choice to take his fav'rite walk, 
Beneach Ccath's 8 gloomy, {ent Fpreſs fades, 
Uppicꝛc'd by vanity 'S fantaſtic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell ameng the tombs! 
Loktwzo! read with me NARCISSA's ſtone 5 
(Narcissæ was my favourite) let us read 

Her mortal ſtonè: few doctors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly ean touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 


Apt words can ſtrike: and yet in them we lee 
Faint! images of what we, here, enjoy. 


What caule have we to build on length of life ! 
Temptations ſeize, when ſear is laid aſleep; 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

zee from her tomb, as ſrom an humble ſhrine, 


Truth, radient goddels! ſallies on my ſoul, 


And puts deluſion's duſky tram to flight; 
Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene; 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things; 
Which no man, unafilicted, ever ſaw 

Pulls eff the veil from virtue's rifing charms 


Detects temptation in a thouſand lyes. 


Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind: Lighted by her beams, 
J widen my horizon, gain new powers, 

See things inviſible, feel things remote, 

Am preſent with futurities; think nought 
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To man ſo foreign, as the joys poſſoſt; 
Nougit fo much his, as rhvic beyond the grave. 

No folly Keeps) its colour in her ſight; 
Pale worldly wiſden loſes all he! charms 
In pompous promiie, from her ſchemes Paend 
If future fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl 1ntubtianial, fleeting blis! 
At the firſt blait it van! es! in air. 
Not. 10, celzſtial: Would'it thou kno OW LORENZO! 
How differ worldly wiſdom, and WN 4 | 
Jutt as the waning, and thewazing moon. 
More cmpt 4 world}: y wildom ev'ry day; 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival ſhines, 
Wien letter, thers's Jeſs time to play the tool. 
Soon our whole term for wiſdom is expir'd 
(Thou know'it ſhe calls on council in the grave): 
And everlaſting tool is writ in fire, 
Or real wildom waſts us to the ſkies. 
As worldly ichems s reſemble Sibyf's leaves, 

The good man's days to SibyPs books compare, 
(In ancient ſtory read, thou know ii the tale) 
In price fill riſing. as in number leſ 
Insſtimable quite his fiaal hour, | 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pays 
On let me die his death !” all nature cries. 


Then live his life,” — all nature fauicers there. 
Ps great Phy fie Jan dau to contule, | 
To commune with the; grave, our only cure. yet, 


Wnat grave preſerivcs” the beft — x friend's; aud 
From a friend's grave, how foon we dilz engage? 
Ev 'n to tue Gearcit, as lis marble, Oh d. 
Why are frien- [8 raviſh from us? 'Tis to bind, 
By ſoft atfe$ion?'s ty C5, on human -hearts, 
Tus thought of death, wich reaſon, to ſupine, 
Or mitem Pla yd, ſo rar rely latens chere. 
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Nor reaſon, nor affection, no, nor both 


Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world 


Behold, th' inezorable hour at hand! 
Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 


Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 


Is death, that ever thrœat'ning, ne'er remote 
That all+mportant, and that only ſure, 


(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? 


Nay, though invited by the loudeit calls 

Ok blind imprudence, unexpected {till ? 
Though numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 
Jo warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 


The wondrous cauſe of this myſteriors ill? 


All hæav'n looks down aftonith'd at the ſight. 
I«s it, that life has ſown her joys fo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſgle care between? 


Is it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng! 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, 
or wakes indulgence from her golden dream? 
To- day is fo like yeſterday, it cheats; 


We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 
Life glides away, LokxxZzo! like a brook ; 

For ever changing unperetiv'd the Change. 

In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the ſame life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the brook the ſame; the ſame we think 

Our lite, tho' ſtill more rapid in its flow 
Nor mark the much, irrevocable laps d, 

And mingle with the ſea, Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining fill the brook to bear us on) 

That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream? 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide 
Of time deſent, but not on time intent; 
Agaus'd, unconicious of the gliding wave 
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Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock; 
We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there ? 


Our brittle bark is burſt on Gharon's ſhore. 


Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it judgment, by the will ſtruck blind, 
That domineering miſtreſs of the ſoul ! 
Like hum to ſtrong, by Daliah the fair? 
Or 1s it fear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep? 
"Tis dreadful; and the dread is. wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conſcious of the make of man, 


A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 


A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 
The good man would repine; would ſuffer joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis'd ſkies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 
Or gloom-of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below, 

Vhat groan was that, Lort::zo 2—PFurics! riſc; 
And drown in your leſs 'cxecrable yell, 


Britannia's ſname. There took her gloomy flight, 


On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 

Blated irom hell, with horrid luſt of death, 

Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

So call” d, (5 that aght—And chen he fled the field. 

Lcſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of lite. 

0 Pritain, jaſamous for Suicide“ : 

An iſland in thy manners! far disoin 'd 

From the whole world of rationals beſide ! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 

Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 
But thou be ſhock d, while I detect the cauſe 

Of felf-allauit ezpoſe the monſter's birth, 

And bid a Lhorrende bifs it round the world. 


VI Blame 
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Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun; 
The fſnn is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd: 
Immora! climes kind nature never made. 
The cauſe I ling, in Eden might t prevail, 


And proves, it is thy _— not thy fate. 


The ſoul of man let him in komage bow, 
Who names his foul), a native of the ſkies ; 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain, 
Untold, unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 
Tir illuſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 


Like ſtrangers, jealous for her dignity, 


Stuctous of home, and ardent to return, 
O- earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge 
On immortality, her godlike taſte x 
Trere take large draughts : : make her chief banquet 
But {ome reject this luſtenance divine ; there. 
To beggary vile appetnees « deſcend; | | 
Aſk alms of earth, tor gueſts that came from heav'n! 


Their rich reverkion, and 40 hat ſhares its fate) EI | 
Their native freedom, to the prince who {ways ; 
This nether world. And when his payments fail, 
When his foul baſket gorges them no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 8 
Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, R 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, c 
And buriting their confineracnt 3 tho” faſt barr'd 5 
By laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong | 7 
I 
C 
( 
J 


With horrors doubled to defend the pals, 


The blackeſt, nature, or dire guilt can riſe; 
And moated on with fathomleſs dellru Mob, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Pritons! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 

Or worſe, o'erlook'd by ma FTI 

Fhus crimminals themſelves. I grant the deed 


ks 
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Is madneſs; but the madneſs of the heart. 
And what is that? Our utmoſt bound of guilt. 
A ſenſual, unreflecting life, is big 
With monſtrous births, and Suicide, to crow: 
'The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heav'n's Jaw ſupreme, and ſeperately ruſh 
Thro' ſacred nature's murder, on their own, 
| Becauſe. they never think of death, they dic. 
"Dis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At once to ſhun, and meditate, his end, 
When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 
(The ſeat of wiſdom! if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friend in anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the ſinking head, 
Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock, 
Start at the voice of an Eternity; 
See the dim lamp of life juſt feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
Then fink again, and quiver into death, 
That moſt pathetic herald of our own; 
How read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? As ſent to man 
In perfect vengence ? No; in pity ſent, 
To melt him down, like way, and then impreſs, 
Indelible, death's image on his heart; | 
Bleeding for others, trembling ſor himſelf, 
Wie bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 
Our quick-returning folly cancels all; | 
As the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 
In yielding ſands, and ſmooths the letter'd ſhore. 
Lokexzo! haſt thou ever weigh'd a ſigh ? 
Or ſtudy'd the philofophy of tears? 
(A ſcience, unlectur'd in our ſchools !) 
Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 
And ſeen their ſource? It not, deſcend with me, 
And trace theſe briny rivets to their ſpr ne. 
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Our fun'ral tears, from diff'rent cauſes, riſc, 
As if from ſerrate ciſterns in the ſoul 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By ſoft contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And ircam Vene to the leading eye. 
Some aſk more time, by curious art di mild, 
Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
Like Moszs's ſmitten rock, guſh out amain. 
Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd, 
So high in merit, and to them ſo dear. 
They dwell on praiſes, which they think they as z 
And thus, without a bluſh, commend Themſclves, 
Some mourn, in proof, that ſomething they could love: 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhew, 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conicious all their love is in arrears 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappris'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft, Epheſians draw 
'Thcir {able net-work o'er entangled hearts: , 
As ſeen thro' chryſtal, how their rotes glow. 
While = pcarl runs trickling down their check? 
Of ker's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen; 
Carouling gems, herſelt diſſolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
259 celebrate, like CHARLES, their own deceaſe. 
By kind conſtruction ſome are n to weep 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their jo: 

£ om is Weep in earneſt, and yet weep i in vain; 
As deep in indi ſeretion, as in woe. 
Paion, blind paſſion! impotently pours 
Leafs, that deſerve more; while reaſon fteeps 
Gr S5 $ like an 7 unconcern'd; 
Nor © OD zende the meaning of tl 1e ſtorms 
nos not it peaks 10 ber, and her alone. 
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Irrationals all ſorrows are beneath, 
That noble gift! that privilege of man! 
From ſorrow's pang, the birth of endleis joy. 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They - weep impetuous, as the fummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſhort ! The cruel grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale; 
Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſprea 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of wiſdom pays them ſor their woe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by death 

Are ſpent in wat'ring vanities of life; 

In making folly flourifh ſtill more fair. 

When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
celines on carth, and ſorrows in the duſt; 

Inſtead of learning there, her true ſupport, 

Tho' there thrown down her true ſupport to learn, 

Without heav'n's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 

She crawls to the nezt ſhrub, or bramble vile, 

Tho' from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 

With ſtale, forſworn embraces, clings ancw, 

The ſtranger weds, and bloſloms, as before, 

In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 

Preſents her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 

And raflles for the death's head on the ring. 

S0 wept AuRELIA,; till the deilin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making tmiles, 
And blanching ſables into bridal bloom. 

So wept Lonexzo fair Crarsss's fate 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his Lirth + 


Not fuch, Narotssa, my diſtreſs for Thee. 


PI make an alter of thy ſacred tomb, 

To ſaerifice to wiſdom What waſt Thou? 

„ Young, gay, and fertunate!“ Each yields a theme. 
n dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 
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(Heav'n knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 

i] dwell on each, and quite exhauit thy death. 

A toul without reflection, like a pile 

Without iahabitant, to ruin runs. | 
And, firſt, thy youth, What ſays it to grey hairs + 

 Narctssa, I'm become thy pupil now — 

Early, bright, tranſignt, chaſte, as morning dew, 

She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 

Time on this head has ſnow'd; yet full 'tis borne 

AJoft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 

Cover'd with ſhame I fpeak it, age ſevere 

Old worn, out vice ſets down for virtue fair; 

With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 

That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 

Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death; 

As if like objects preſſing on the ſight, , 

Death has advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 

Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right; 

And men might plead preſcription from the grave; 

Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathleſs? far from it! ſuch are dead already; 

Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave, 

Tell me, ſome god! my guardian angel! tell, 

What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 

The phanton of an age 'twixt us, and death 

Already at the door? He knocks, we hear, 

And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 

Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 

The pointed thought, which from a thouſand quivers 

Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? 

We ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 

Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill; 

We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 

And death entrench'd, preparing his aſſault; 
How few themſelves, in that juſt mirror, {ce : 


Or, 
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Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong ! 

There .Usath is certain; doubtful here: He muſt, 

And ſoon! We may, within an age, ezpire. 

Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 

Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diitent; 

Folly tings Six, while nacure points at Twelve. 
Ablurd longevity! More, More, it eries: 

More lite, more wealth, more traſh of every kind. 

And wizrefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 

Object, and appetite, mutt club for joys 

Shall folly labour, hara to menu the bow, 

Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from without, 

While nature is relaxing ev'ry ſtring ? 

Aſk thought for joy; grew rich, and hoard wichin. 

Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 

Has nothing of more manly to ſuccced? 

Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n Now 

10 relith what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 

Divine, or none, henceforth your joy for ever. 

Of age the glory is, to with to die. 

That with is praiſe, and promiſe z it applaud; 

Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 

What weakneſs fee not children in their fircs ? 

Grand- chmacterical abſurdities ! 

Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth, 

How ſhocking : it makes folly thrice a fool; 

And our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 

Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope. 

Nothing but wiſdom gives the firſt ; the laſt, 

Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe. 

Folly bars both; our age is quite undone. 
What folly can be ranker? Like our ſhadows, 

Our wiſnes lengthen, as our ſun declines. 

No with ſhould loiter, then this fide the grave. 

Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the kncll 

Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil, 
| | 8 Enough 


8 


99 TA E COMPLAINT Night 5 


Enough to live in tempel, die in port; 

Age thould fly concourle, cover in rent 

I def oets of judgment; and the will's ſubdue z 
Walk thoughttul on the tent, iolemn ſhore 

Or that vait occan it muit fail fo ſoon; z 

And put good-works on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into ande unknown; 

If unconſider' d too, a dreadful ſce 

Alt ſhould be prophets to themſelves; foreſec- 

Their future; their future n | 

This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 


The thought of death alone, the "5 deſtroys 
A diiattection to that precious t houg! at x 


Is more than midnight darkneſs on the foul, 

Which 112555 beneath it, on a precipice, 

Putt'd off by the arit blaſt, and loſt for ever. 

Doſt aſk, LORENZO, why ſo warmly preſt, 

By repetition hammer'd on tline car, | | 

The thought of Geath,- That thought is the machine. 
The grand machine that heaves us from the duſt, | | 
And rears us. nto men. That thought, ply'd home, 5 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice 5 | =; 
O'er hanging hell, will fotten the deſcent, | BR 
And gently {lope our pailage to the grave; 
How "warmly to be with'd ! What heart of fleſh | N 
Would trifle with tremendous? dare cxtremes ? 
 Yawn o'er the ſate of infinite? What hand, 
FE Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 
I (To ſpeak a language too well known to Thee) 
| Would at a nat. gives its all to chance, 
And ſtamp the die = an eternity? 

Aid me, Narciss4a? aid me to keep pace 

With defliny 3 ; and ere her ſciflars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my f umb'ring reaſon to ſend forth 
5 | A th zucht 


J 


r 


— CIT OF oo POE ACIC SS 
ME ns 


TRR REL 4757. 977 
A thought of obſervation on the foe ; 

To ſally; and furvey the rapid march 

Of his ten thouſand meilengers to man; 

Who, Jeav-like, behind him turns them all, 

All accident apart, by nature ſign'd, 

My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet; 

Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 

Muſt I then forward only look ſor death; ? 
Backward J turn mine exe, and find him there. 
Man is a ſelf- ſurvivor ev'ry year. 

Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a deſtroyer of quotician Prey. 

My youth, my noon-tice, His; my yeſterday 3 
The bold invader ſhares the preſcnt hour. 
Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe z 
Aud cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 
As tapers waite, that inſtant they take fire. 

Shall we then wr, leſt that ſhould comms to paſs, 
Whien comes to pals cach moment of cur lives? 

I; icar we muſt, let that death turn us pale, | 
Wile murders Oar eirgth and ardour; what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 

Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Thoughtleſs of death, bat when your neighbours knelt 
(Rude viſitant !) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, 
And with thunder ſcarce obtains your ear! 

Be Ceath your theme, in ev'ry place and hour 

Nor longer want ye monuroental Sires! 

A brother tomb to-tell you, you {hail dies 

That death you dread {io great is nature's fill!) 
Know, you ſhall court before vou ſhall enjoy. 

But you are learu'd; in volumes, deep you fit 
In wiſdom, thallow : Pompous Ignorance « 

Wou'd you bs ſlill more Icarned, then the learn'd ! 
N Learn 
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Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that knowledge, which impairs your ſenſe. 

Our n:2dful know ledge, like our ncedful food, 

Unhicdg'd, lies open in life's common field; 


And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 


You fcorn what lies before you in the pa 
Or nature, and ezpericuce, moral truth 


Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit 3 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods: 


And dive in ſeiencè for diſtinguiſh'd names, 


Diſhoneſt ſomentation of your pride WW 


Sinking 1 in virtue, as your riſe in fame. 

Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but n at lieat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation {hines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known, 
It you: would learn death's character., attend. 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, -and all dates of age, 
Together ſhock in his impartial urn 

Come forth at random: Or, if choice is made, 
The choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults 

All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man, 
What countleſs multitudes not only -leave, 
But deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths! 
Tho' great our ſorrows, greater our ſurpriſe. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 
What, ſmitten, molt proclaims the pride of pow'r, 
And arbi :trary nod. His joy ſupreme, 

% bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate z 

The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ſhroud 3 

And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb 

Ie Time, NaRCISssA!— What tho' fhort thy date? 

V . not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 
| 9 The 


%% T 
The time that bears no fruit. deſerves no name; 
he man of viſdom is the man of years. 


Inu hoary youth METhvsaLew's may die; 


O how miſdated on their flatt'ring tombs ! 
NaRCISSàA's youth has lectur'd me thus far; 

And can her gaity give counſel tco ? 

That, like the Jews' fam'd oracle of gems, 

Sparkles 3 inſtruction; ſuch as throws new hght, 

And opens more the character of death; 

W known to thee, Logexzo! This they vaunt: 

Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 

„ Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiih to the grave; 
Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 

But own man born to live as well as die.“ 

Wretchea and old thou giv'ſt lim; 5 young and gay 

He takes, and plunder is a tyrant's joy. | 

What if I prove, „ The fartheſt irom the fear, 

Are oſten nearer to the ſtroke of Fate? 

All, more than common. menan*e<s an end. 

A Liza betokens brevity of life: | 

And if bright embers ſhould emit a flame, 

Glad f foirits ſparkled from Nancrs5a's eye. 

And made youth younger, and taught liſe to live, . 


As nature's oppolites wage endle!s war, 


For this oflencc, as treaſon to tlie d 
Inviolable ſtupor of bis 1cign, 

Where luſt, and turbulent ambition, fleep 
Death rank ſwiſt vengeance. As he liie deteſta, 


More life is ſtill more odious; and, redue d 


By conqqueſt, ene more his pow T's 
But wherefore aggrandiz d? By hc 5 in's decree, 
'To plant the ſou] on her eternal guard, 


In aweiu expectation of our _ 


Thus runs death's dread commiſſion 3 6 Strike, But 
As mot alarms the living 4 „the dead.” 
Hence ratagem delights him, and depri 
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8 5 cruel ſport with man's ſecuritics. 


t ſimple conqueit, triumph is his aim; 
And, where kaſt fear'd, there conqueit triumphs moſt. 
This proves my bold n not tco bold. 
What are his arts to lay cur fears allecp ? 
Tiberian arts his puroofes wrap up LA 


Tn deep oidimulatiun's dalkeſt night. 


Like princes unconicit in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, death allumes 

1 * : * f 
The name end look of life, and dwells among us. 
He takes all mapcs chat ſerve his black deſigns: 
Tho' maiter of a wider Derg e tar 
Than that, o'er wlich the Roman eagle fle. 
Like Nero, he's a ticler, charioteer, 


Of drives kis pheaton, in female guile z 


ute unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 

E diſar: ay 9 tien be devours. 

He moſt affects the forms leaſt like bimſelſ, 
His flen:: der ſelf. Hence burly cor pulence 
Js his familiar wear, and fleek diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy blcom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuth in a ſmile; or wanton i 
In dimples decp; love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and finks tiem in deſpair. 
Such, 0 Nahcissa's couch be loiter'd long 
Unknown; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
To ſmile; ſuch Peace has innocence in death! 
Moſt bapp y they! whom leaſt his arts deceive. 


One eye on death, and one ful} iz'd on heav'n, 


Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his-wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy 

Pve ſcen, or dreamt I ſaw, the tyrant dreſs; 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his Imiles. 

Say, muſe, for thou remember'ſt, eall it back, 

And ſhew Lortxzo the furpr inz ſeene; 

if 'twas a dream, his genius can es plain. 
Twas 


3 
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"Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood, 
Neath would have enter'd; Nature puſh'd him baek 3 
Supported by a d 8 75 r of renown, 
His point he gain'd Then artfully diſmiſt 
The ſage for death deſign'd to be conceal'd. 
He gave an old vivacious uſurer 
His meagre apc't, and his nated bones; 


In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 


A pamper'd ſpendthriit; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Well-fathion'd figure, and cockaded brew, 

He took in change, an! underneath the pride 
Of coſtly linen, tuck'd his filthy ſhro: ad, 

His crooked bow he ſtraiten'd to a cane; 


And hid his deadly ſhafts in Mykæ's eye. 
The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 


Out-ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where? 


Where is he not! For his peculiar haunts, 


Let this ſuffice; ſure as night follows day, 
Death treads in Pleaſure s tootiteps round the world, 


When pleaſure treads the paths, which reaton uns. 

When, againſt reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, 

And paiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, 

Then, foremoit at the banquet, and the ball, 

Death leads the dance, er ſtamps the deadly die; ; 

Nor ever fails the micnight bowl to crown, 

Gaily carouſing to lis gay compcers. 

Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 

A abſent far: And when the revel burns, 

When fear is bani ſh'd, and triumphant thought. 

Calling for all the joys, bencath the moon, 
Apainit him turns the key; and bids him ſup 

Wit) 1 their progenitors—He drops his maſk 


Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 


Scaree with wake ſudden terror and lurpriſe, 
From his black ma que of nitre, touch'd by fire, 
ie Dur.'s, Expanls, roars, blazes, and devours. 
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And is not this tr iumplant treachery, 
And mere than ſimple conqueit, in the fiend ? 
And now LORTNZzO, deſt thou wrap thy ſoul 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 
tich moment is commution'd to deſtroy? 

In death's i unccrtaitay thy danger lies, 
Is dcath unceitain? Theictore Thou be fiz'd 3 
Fix d as a ecntinal, all eye, all car, 
All Expectation of the coming toe. 

Rouge, ſtand in arms, nor lcan againſt thy ſpear: f 
Leit flumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, , 
And fate ſu priſe the nodding, Waick, be ſtrong; 
Thus give cach day the merit, and ronown, 

Ot aving well; tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's period hidden (as tron: moſt) 
Hide too irom Thee the p2<cions uſe of life. 
Farly, not ſuciden, was NA cis t As late. 

Scon, not ſurpriſing death his vilit paid, 

Her thought went forth to meet iu cu his way, . 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to dic: 
'Tho' fortune too (our third and final theme}, 

As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 

And cv'ry glitt'ring gewgaw, on her licht, ; = 
To dale, and debauch it from its mark, i 
I8ath's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 

And ev'ry thought that miilcs it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaicty, conſpir'd 
To weave a triple wreath of happineſs 

(( happineſs on earth) to crown ber rows 

And could death change thro' tuch a fl Wining ſhield 2? - 

That ſhining ſhicld invites the tyrant” Ucar, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And ſtrongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is profperity ! 
How, comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines ! 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 


To 


> 
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To call his victims from the faireit fold, 


And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purplc d o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev ry bliſs, 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye; | 
When ſortune thus-has toſs'd her child im air, 
Snatch'd from -the-covert of an humble ſtate, 
How often have I Icon him dropt at once: 


Our morning's envy! and our ev' nin, 5 ſigh! ! 


As her bounties were the ſignal gin, 


Tho flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 


And call death's arrows on the dettin'd prey. 
High fortune ſeems in cruel league wich fats. 

Aſk you for what? To give his war on mau 

The deeper dread, and more illuftrious ſpoil 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And burns LORExNzZzo ſtill for the ſublime 


Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high, 
On the flight timber of the topmaſt bougl, 


Rockt at 9805 breeze, and munancing a tall? 


Granting grim death at equal ditance there ; 


Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 


What makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny'd? 
-Loekexzo i no: ?Tis happineſs diſdain'd. 

Sb comes coo meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; 
And call herielf Content, a homely name! 


Our flame is traniport, and content our ſcorn. 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts Us door againſt her, 
An: wedsa toil, a tempeit, in her tiead 


A tempeſt to warm traniport near of kin. 


ee what our mortal tate — 


Lye's modeſt joys wefruin, while we raiſe 


And all our ecſtaſies are woun1s to peace 


Peace, the full portion of mankin ! below. 


And tince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! 
Or 
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Of fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy fate ! 

As late I drew death's picture, to ſtir up | 
Thy wholeſome fears; now, drawn in contraſt, ſee 
Gay ſortunc's, Cuy vain hopes to reprimand, 

See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs dungs, 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glit”ring ware, 

And calls the giddy winds to putt abroad: 

Her random bountizs o'er the gaping throng. 

All ruſh rapacious; iricnds o'er trodden friends; 


Sons ober their fachers, ſubjects o'er their kings, 


Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r, 
Gold glitters moſt, where virtue ſhines no more; 


As ftars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine. 


O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from the priſons, and the News, 
Peur 1 in, ail op'uing in their idols? praiſe 
All, ardent, eye cach waſture of her hand, 
And: W ide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Mor fel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſied, thro' mad appetite for more; 


Gorg'd to the throat, For Ican and rav'nous ſtill. 


Sagacious All, to trace tl ze imalleſt game, 
And bold to An the grœateſt. If (bleſi chance!) 
Court-cphy: rs ſweetly breathe, they launch, tizy ty, 
O'er juſt, o'er ſacred, all forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place of pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of Jucre, till they Cie. 

Or, if for men you take them, as L mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey. 

Vith aim mif-meaſur'd, and impetuous ſpecd, 
Some parting, ftrike their ardent wiſh far = 
'Thro' fury to poſſeſs it: Seme ſncczed, 
But ſtumble, and let fall the taken Prize. 
From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, 'tis whirl'd away, 
And lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dream'd of bein, . 
ä | 0 


o 


5 , 
To ſome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that when torn cf: 
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Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, 0'er-enamour'd of their Hags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, vet wWeep for want of bread, 
Together ſome (anappy rivals !) ſeize, 
And rend abundance into poverty; 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles + 
Smiles too the goddefs; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 
(Jul ſt victims of. ezor bitant deſire! 
Who periſh at their on requeſt, and, wh: elm'd 
Beneath her load of laviſh grants, ezpie. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers lain, 
The number ſinall, wiien happineſs can bear. 
Thro' various for a witile their fates; at lit 
One curſe involves them all.; at death's approach, 
AJl read their riches back ard into 1018, 
And mo urn, in juit prop ortiun, to their ſtore. 

And de >at 's api Proach (if orthodoz my lon) 
Is kafen' by the lure of tortune's ſmiles, | 
And art thou fill a glutton of bright gol? 
And.art thou £5] rapaciovs of thy ruin? 
* zth loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow. 
A blow, Which, while it e: cuts, alarms; 
And ſtartles thouſands witlia tinmle fall. 0 
As wl. u ſome. ſtately growth of oak, or Pine, 
Winch nods aloft. and prov Jy ſpreads her ſladey 
The ſun's deflance, and the floclt's deere; 
By tne {trons frokxes oi! Lal ring hinds fubdu'd, 
Loud groans ber laſt, and ruth nz from her ha;zhtg 
In cumbrous-ra'2, thunders to the ground: : 
The conicious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 
And hill, and fre; am, and diſtapt dale, reſound. 
Theſe high aim'd darts of death, and thele awnc, 


Should 1 collect, my Heer would Le full. 


A quiver, which, ſuſpeuded in mid air, 


er near heav'n's. Acne 8 in the z0dlack, hung, 
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(So could it be) ſhould draw the public eye, 
The gaze and contemplaiion of mankind! 
A conſtellation awful, yet benigu, 


To guide the gay through life's tempeſtugus wave; 


Nor tutter them to ſtrike t the common rock, 

From greater danger to grow more ſcoure, 

< And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate." 
LysaxpER, happy paſt the common lot, 


Was warn'd cf danger, but too gay to fear. 


He woo'd the fair AsbAsI&: She was kind: 

In youth, form, fortune, lame, they both were bleſt: 
All who knew, envy d z vet in envy lov'd: 

Can fancy form more finſthed happineſs ? 

Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The g vittering pires 
Float in the wave, and break agait att the ſhore : 
So break thoſe glitt; ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning 1mil'd: he takes his Icave, 
To re-embrace, in ecttaſies, at eve. 

The ring ftorm forbids. Tie news arrives: 
Untold, the ſaw it in her ſervant's eyc. 

She fe elt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 
And, drown'd, without the furious acean's aid, 

In iufvcating g ſorrows, ſhares his tomb 

Now, round The tumptuous, bridal monument, 
The guilty bilows innocently roar 

And the rough ſailor paſlinz, drops a tear. 

A tear? an tears ſuince ?—iat not ſor me. 
How vain our efforts! and our arts, how vain ! 
"Che diſtant train of t! 1012] © I took, to ſhun, 

Has thrown me on my fo ale. — Chee died together; 


| Happy 1 in uin! unCivore d by death! 


Or ne'cr to meets or ned er to Part, is Peace 

NAHCIS54 - Pity bleeds at thought of hee. 

Yet thou waſt only near m23 not myſelf. 

Bur vive my ſelf? That cures all other woe. 
NARCIS3A 


TR RET ANA. 107 

NIARCISsSA lives; PniLAN DER is forgot, 

© the ſoft commerce! O the tender tyee, 

Cloſe-twiſlteR with the fibres of the heart! 

Which, broken, break them; and drain off the foul 

Of human] joy; and makes it pain to live 

And is it then to Jive? When ſuch friends part, 
"233 the ſurvivor dies Ay heart, no more. 
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INFIDEL. RECLAIMED. 


IN TWO PARTS; 


COMTAINING- 


N TE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE, or 
1 IMMORTALITL IV. 

PART THE FIRST; 
WHERE, AMONG OTHER TINGS; 


6 L OR AND RICHES 


ARE: PARTICULARLY CONSIDERED, . 


To rug Ricnur HoxouURAPLE 


10 HENRY PELHAM, 
1 FIRST LORD COMMISSIONER OF THE TREASURY, AND 
- CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, 
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FE Il ages hove been deeper in diſfute about religion, . 
than this... The diſpute abcut religion, and the. 


practice of it, ſeldom go together, The ſhorter, there- 


ore. the 0 diſpute, the better. 1think it may he reduced 
40 tins ſingie gueſicon, Is man immortal, or is he not? 
Tf be is net, ail cur diſputes are mere amuſements, or 
trials of fill, In this cafe, truth, reaſon, religion, 

«hich grve our diſcourſes ſuch p:mp and ſolemn: !y. are 


Cas will be ſhewn ) mere empty ſounds, without ar. means 


ing in them. But if man us immortal, it will Leb 
him to be very ſerizus abou eternal conſequences ; cor, in 
ot her words, t be truly religicus. Arid this great fun- 
eamental triub, unefrabliſh ed, or unawaken'd in the 
8 75 of men, is, I concetve, the real ſaurce and Heu. 


port of ail our infidelity; bow remote ſoever the particu- 


lar objections advanced may ſeem to be from it. 
Senſible appearances affect moſt men much more than 
aoſira; crreaſonings 5 and we daily ſce bodies drop around 


w ” 


ws, 3 the ſoul is inviſibic. The power "which inclina- 


2 has cuer the judgment, is greater than can be well 


concerved by th ; that have not had an experience ii 


and cf what "numbers is it the ſad 123 85 that 15 we 


forould not furvive! The begthen world confeſjed, th 


they rather hyped, than firmly believed immcrtala 27. 
And how many e e ave we fill amongſt us ! The 


ſacred Page aſſures us, that lize and unmertality is 


brought to ligbt by the (Goſpel : but b * how many ts the 
Gagel rejected, 67 overiocked From theſe Gogh derations, 
EM end 
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and from my being, aeoiddentally, f prevy to the ſentiments 
eme I artecular Ferſens, I bave been long fer ſuaded 
that miyji, if not all, cut inſdels (whatever name they 
tate, and whatever ſcheme, for argument. 5 fete, and 10 
Keep theme. ve in countenance, they jeirmze) Gre al 
Ported in their depler able error, by i me deubt of uber 
emmmortality, at. the bettom. And Tow Jatijied, that men. 
_ ence throughty comuinced of thew immortaitty, are not 
far from being Coriſkans, For it is bard to conceive, 
that a man fully cos eit 10, eternal pain or bafpineſs will 
certaiily be Dis lat, fi. cuid not cer, i wy, ond imperitally, 
inquire after the ſure! means of eſcaping cue, and ſecur- 
ing the Cher, And F fuch an earnejt and impartial 
mquzry. I well know the conſe quence. 

Here, toereſere, in proof of this moſt fundamental 
truto, ſome pain arguments are tered 3 arguments de- 
reved from principles, which Infidets admit in common 
ait h Belicxers; arguments, which fear to me alto 
gether irre Hible; and ſuch as, 1 am ſati ed, auiil have 
great weight with ail, who grveghemſerves the ſmall trouble 
of t locking fericuſly into their own boſums, and of « V * 
ing. with a 'y tolerable degree F attention, whas caily 
pajſes round about toem in the world. If fome arguments 
hail bere occur, which. others have decimed, they are 
Jupmitted, «with (all deference. to better judgments ms this. 
of all points, the maſt impsrtaut, Tor, as to the Being of 
a God, that is no longer diſputed ; but it is undiſputed 
forthis reaſon only, vic. Becauſe, where the leafs pretence 
20 reaſon is admitted, it muſi for ever be inuſputable. 
And of conſequence no man can be betrayed into q dis- 


Pute of that nature by vanity, woich bas d f. 2 


[bare in animating cur modern cembatants ogainſ, other 
articles of cur Belief. 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 


HE * (for I know not yet her 7 in heav'n) 
Not ezrlv, like Narctss4, left the ſcene; 
Nor ſudden, like PtLanDER What avails? 
Thi: itecming mitigation but inflames; 
This fancy'd med'cine beightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloler ill the grew: 
And grad nal arting is a gra dual icath. 


Tis the grim ty rant s engine, Which extorts, 


By tardy pretiufe: $ ſtill inc caſing weight, 
Prom hardeſt hearts, confefion of diſtreſs. 
Q the long, Garl i approach through years of pain, 


Death's galbry m: gu | dare to call it ang 


Witli di! ſmal d. whe: and ſabls terror. hung 


Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray: 


There, ſate my melancholy waik ordain'd, 
Fo:bid elle itielf 3 flatter, there. 
How oft l bas d, prop hetically ſad ! 


Hew git I-taw her end, while vet in ſmiles! 
I Pulle hs ſunk her grief to leſſen mine. 


020 tpoke me comfort, and increas d iny pain. 


Like powerful armies trenching at a town, 

By flow, and filent, but rcfifile af !aps 

In his Pig Progre 65 gently gaining ground, 
Death urg'd his deadly ſiege; in ſpite of art, 


Of 


—_ 


* Rctcerring to Night the fifth. 


- 


—— er nn 


— inn RrS 
— 
—— —— — 2942 — —•— 232 


2 


. RR MEws 
3 — — a 


5 
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Of all the balmy bleſlings nature lends 
To ſuccour fruil humanity. Ye ſtars! 
(Not now firit ma Je familiar to my ſight) 
And thou, O moon! bear witneſs 3 many a night 
H- tore the pillow frem b<cneath my head, 
Ty'd down my fore attention to the ſhock. 
By caſcleſs depre Gations on a life 
'Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt 
Of obſervation ! darl:zr ev'ry hour! 
Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 
And pointed at cternity below 3 _ 
When my ſoul ſhudder'd at futurityz 
When, on a moment's point, th important dye 
Of lii and death ſpun daubctul, ere it fell, 

nd turn'd up life; my title to more woe, 

But why more woe ? More comforc et it bg. 
Nothing is Asad, but that avhich with'a to die; 


Nothing 1s dead, put wretel cdneſs and pain: 


Nothing | 18 dead, pur what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Bloc d up the pals, and barr'd from real life, 
Where dwells that wiſh moit ardent of the wilc ? 
Too dark the fun to fce it; higheſt ſtars 

Too low te.reach ic : death, great death. alone, 


Wer itars and fun. trium, Obant, ans us there 


Nor dreadiul onr traniion gs though the mind, 
_ An artiſt at ercaung alen, 
Rich in expe dicnts't tor inquietude, 
Is prone to pair. it dreadful. Who can take 
Deatli's portrait true? The tyrant never ſat. 
Our ſfkeich all random e ac conecturd all; 


-Clote thats the grave, nor tells one ſingle tale, 
Death, and his image riſing in the brein, 


Bear faint-reſemblance; never are alike; 
Fear ſhakes the peneil, fancy loves del 3 
Dark igiorance is laviſh of her ſhades: 
And tuele t the formidable picture draw. 
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us ran 1 W Oz ut $: 118 Pais li. WW proſp <Qs 11103 
And pa ver Sternal o'er her tomb. 
Fai ot.cr VIEWS Our co ntemphe Con Calm, 
Views that v'erpay the 1 of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our e gonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of un mortality, 
Wrapt in the lingle. the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapie, age unperceiv'd come on; 
And find the 1000 unſated with her theme. 
ts nature, Proof, importance, fire my ſong. 
O that my ſong could emulate my ſcul! FE 


Like her, 1 immortal. No !—the ſoul diſdains 


A mark ſo mean ; far nobler hope inflames; 

It endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 

Let not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. 
Thy nature, immortality ! ! who knows ; 

And yet who knows it not? It is but liſe 

In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 

And ſpun forever; dipt by cruel Fate 


In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here ! 


How ſhort our correſpondence with the ſun ! 
And while it laſts, inglorious! Our belt deeds, 
How wanting in their weight: Our higheſt 305 
Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 


And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But how great 


To mingle, int'reits, converſe, amities, 
With all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 


Through habitable ſpace, where-2ver born, 


Howe'er endow'd! To live free citizens 
Of univerſal nature! To lay hold 
By. more than feeble faith on the Supreme! : 
To call heav'n's zich unfathomable mine 
(Mines, which ſupport crchangels in their Nat) 
Our own!  'To riſe in I, 23 in Uliiz, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the f-tes ! 
To rend oreatiots read ks mighty Plan, 
P N 
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114 TAE GOMPLALTNT. N:ght 6E. x, 
In the bare boſom of the Deity ! * | 
ihe plan, and execution, to collate! 
Fo fee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
41! cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave 
No myitery—but thiat of Love Divine, 
Which lifts us on the ſcraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's aceldama, this field of blood, 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 
From dar knola,: and from duſt, to ſuch ; a ſcene ! 
on element! true joy's illuſtrious home ! 

rom earth's ſad contrait (now * more fair! 
ww hat exquiſite viciſſitude of fate! 

Bleſt abſolution of our blackeſt hour! : 
LokExzo, theſe are thoughts that make man Man. 
The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. "| 

How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 
And ev'ry moment fear to {ink beneath | 
The clod we tread ; ſoon trodden by our ſons) 
_ How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 

To top, and pauſe, involv'd in high preſage, 
Thro' the long viſto of a thouſand years, 

'To ftand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 
As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 
Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine! 

'Lo pr -opheſy our own futurities; 
To gaze in thought on what all thought tranſcends) 
To talk with fcllow-candidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception as deſert, 
Ourſelves th? aſtoniſh'd talkers, and the tale! 

Lokexzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought 
The ſwell becomes thee: ?Tis an honeſt pride. 
Revere thyſelf ;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
lis nature no man can o'er-rate 5 and none 
an under-rate his merit. Take good heed, 
or there be medeſt, where thou ſhould'ſt de proud; 
Hat almoſt univerſal error tun, nc 
| | Hew | 
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Fttow juſt our pride, when we behold thoie heights. 
Not thoſe ambition paints in air, but thoſe 
N Reaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains; 


nd angels emulate; ; our pride how zuſt; 

ren mount we? When theſe ſhackles caſt? When qu't 

I h's cell cf the creation? This ſmall net. 

Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 

| Gora t up in fleecy cloud, and fine-ſpun air 
"1nc-;pun to ſenſe 5 but grofs and feculent 

To ſouls celeſtial; ſouls ordain'd to breathe 

1 imbrof al gales, and drink a purer ſky 

Greatly triumphant on time's ſarther ſhore, 

here virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears z 

Vhile pomp imperial begs an alms vi peace. 

In empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 

Pe born of earth | on what can you confer, 

Wich half the dignity, with half the gain, 

IThe guſt, the glow of rational delight, 

\s on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ? 

Ian's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here! 

What peribdic potions for the ſick! 

Wiſtemper'd bodies! and diſtemper'd winds: 

In an Eternity, what fcenes ſhall ſtrike 

Adventures thicken | novelties ſurpriſe! 

What webs of wonder ſhall unravel], there 

1 {hat full day pour on all the paths of hebvel 

And light th” Almighty's footſteps in the deep? 

ow ſhall the bleiTed day of our diſcharge 

nwind, at once, the labyrinths of late, 

d fraighten } its inextricable maze ? 

If inextinguiſhable thriſt in man ; 

Lo know: how rich, how full, our banquets there 1 

here, not the moral worid alone unfolds : 

he world material, lately fecn in ſhades, 

and, in thoſe ſhades, by fragmcnts only een, 
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116 Tar CO MY LAIN T. Nights, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious, and entire, 

Its ample ſphere, its univerſal frame, 

In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey ; 

And enters, at one glance, the raviih'd ſight, 

From ſome ſuperior point (where, who can tell! 
Zuffice it, tis a point where gods reſide) 5 
How ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, : 
in the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, | 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the chryſtal waves of æther pure, 

in endleſs voyage, without port ? the leaſt 

Of theſe dilleminated orbs, how great! 

Great as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

ite ſwallows unperceiv'd! Stupendous Theſe ! 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole? 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd; 

As circulating globules in our veins 

So vaſt the plan. Fecundity divine! 
Exub'rant ſource ! perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. 

If admiration is a ſource of joy, 

What tranſport hence! Yet this the leaſt in heaven. 
What this to that Yluſtrious robe he wears, 
Who toſt this maſs of wonders from his hand, 

A ſpecimen, an earneſt of his power? | 
*Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt flow'ret to the ſun, _ 
Which gave it birth. But what, this ſun of heaven? 
This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſt ? 

Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 

'The bare ideas ! Solid happineſs 
So diſtant from its ſhadow chas'd belovr, 
And chaſe we full the phantom through the fire, 
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O'er bog, and brake, and prociyico, till death? 
And toil we {till for fublunary pay? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 
Or, ipider-like, ſpin out our precious all, 
Our more than vitals {pin (it no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of ſubtle thought, and exquiſite deſign; 
(Fine net-work of the brain !) to caich the fly ? 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! 
A name! a mortal immortality ! 
Or (meaner {till :) inficad of graſping air, 
For ſordid lucre plunge we i= the nure ? 
Drudge, ſweet, through ev'ry ſhame, for ew ry gain, 
For vile contaminating traſh ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, me, ur'd to gold? 
Ambition av'rice ; the two dæmons theſe, 
Which goad through every ſlough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ſtoop { How ſteep they climb 
Theſe demons burn mankind; but moſt poſſeſs 
Loxexzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 
Is it in time to hide eternity ! 
And why not in atom on the ſhore 
10 cover ocean ? or a mote. tie fun ? 
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding pour 
What if to them I prove Lorexzo blind! 
\Would it ſurpriſe thee? Be thou then ſurpriz'd ; 
Thou neitk# know'ſt : Their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as theſe jubjects ſeem, | 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme, 
Firſt, what is true ambition ? The purſuit 
Of g glory, nothing leſs than man can ſhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applaulc, 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 
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And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we; 
But not ccleſtial. Here we ſtand alone; 
As in our form, dillinct, pre-eminent z : 
If prone in thought, cur ſtature is our ſhame 
And man ſhould bluſh, his forehead meets the ſkies, 
The viſible and preſent are for brutes, 
A lender portion! and a narrow bound! 
Theſc reaſon with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps; and claims the future and unſeen ; 
The vaſt unſeen ! the future fathomleſs! 
When the great ſoul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving groſs nature's ſediments below, 
Then, and then alone Adam's offspring quits 
The ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Aſſerts his rank, and riſes into man. 
This is ambition: : This is human fire. | 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make 
Loxexzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 
Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid! 
Deealian engin'ry | If theſe alone | 
_Affiſt our flight, fame's flight is glory" s fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behold, _ 
When I behold a genius bright, and baſe, 
Of tow'ring talents, and terreſtrial aims; 
Methinks 1 ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, 
With rubbiſh miz'd, and glittering in the duſt, 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy ſight, 
At once compaſſion ſoft, and envy, riſe— 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
HMuſtrious, and give infamy renown. 
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Great ill is an atchievement of great pow rs. 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aitray. 

Reaſon the means, affections chuſe our end 
Means have to merit, if our end amiſs. 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 
What is a PeLnam's head, to PxLHAu's heart? 


Hearts are propnietors of all applauſe. 


Right ends, and means, make wiſdom: Wordly-wiſe | 
Is but haif-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. 

Let genius then deſpair to make thee great ; 
Nor flatter ſtation: What is ſtation high ? 
"Tis a proud mendicant z it boaſts, and begs z 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And of the thr ong denies its charity. 

Monarchs and miniſters, are awful names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both ezact _ 
External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompoully ſet up, to ſerve 

The meaneſt ſlave; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſacred and inviclable „„ 5 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth; 


Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 


Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 

And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 

His own, deſcending fairly from his fires. 

Shall man be proud to wear his Iivery, 

And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a ſoul without? 

Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmics arc pygmies ſtill, though perch'd on Alps; 

And pyramids are pyramids 3 in vales. 

Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids : 

Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Eg gypt's fall, LY 
a Her 


Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
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Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou demand the caule ? my 
The caute is lodg'd in immortality. [5 
Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns of pow'r ; | 
What ſtation charms thee ? I'll inſtall thee there 3 
"Tis then. And art thou greater than before? 33 
Then thou before waſt ſomething leſs than mane | 
Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 
That treachorous pride betrays thy dignity 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which ſtaffs or ltrings can raiſc. 
That pride like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
From blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ſkies. 
"1 T is born of ignorance, which knows not man 
An angels ſecond; nor his ſeeond, long. 
* NERO quitting his imperial throne. 
And courting glory from the tinkling ſtring, 
But faintly ſhadows an immortal foul, 
With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture, fir'd. 
It nobler motives miniſter to cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
High worth is elevated place: Tis more; 
It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee z 
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Through no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 

And though it wears no ribband, tis renown 
Xcnown, that would not quit thee, though diſgrac'd 

Nor leave the pendent on a maſter's ſmile, 

Other ambition nature interdicts; 

Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in man, 

By pointing at his origin, and end; 

Milk, and a ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand 

His Whale domain, at laſt, a turf, or ſtone; 

To whem, between, a world may ſcem too mall. 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 


The curtain s fall; there; ſec the buſkin'd chief 
Urſhoo 
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Unſhod behind this momentary ſcene; 
Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 
As vice, or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes 
And laugh at this ſantaſtie mummery, 
This antic prelude of groteſque events, 
Where dwarfs are often {ltea, and betray 
A littleneſs of foul by worlds o'er- run, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacriſice 
To Chriſtian pride! which had with horror ſhock'd 
The Garkeſt pagans, offer'd to their gods. 

O thou moſt Chriſtian enemy to peace ! 
Again in arms? Again provoking fate ? 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheathes, 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſcies. 

Why this fo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 
Which ſits as judge that day, whie h q all pronounce 
On all our days, abſolve thein, or condemn. 
LORENZO, never ſhut thy thought againſt it; 
Be levees ne'er fo full, anord it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That gas conſulted, flaiteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean, 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 


Tn that ambition: ? Then let flames deſcend, 


Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 

And learn humiliation from a ſoul, 

Which boaſts her lincage from odettial fire 

Yet theſ2 are they, the world pronounces wiſe z 
The world, «hich cancels nature's right and wrong 


And caſts new wiſdom : Ev'n the grave man leads 


His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wiſdom for parts is madneis fer the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
| +8 T 


122 THE GOO MH f AI N I. Night 6. 


To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 


The moſt ambitious, unambiticus, mean; 


In triumph, mean; and abject on a thre we 
Nothing can make it Jets than mad in man 

To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 

And give his foul her full unbounded 11 zh, 

But Backs ing aun, who gave her wings to fiy 
When 5 ambition quite miſtakes her road. 
And downward pores, for f at which ſhines above: 
Subſtantia! hap PLCs, and true renown 3 

Then like an idiot, Gai 7 on the brock, 


We leap at ſtars, and allen in the mud; 


At glor V gr alp. and ſink in inſamy 
Abi on! bo wrful fource of £ 850d and ill ! 
Th iy ſtrength in! nan, like length wing in birds 
When diſengaged d from earth, with greater cale 
And ſwifte g tlight tranſports us to the ſkies ? 
1 toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd 3 
7 turns @ curſe ; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe-gratel by the ſordid bars of ſenſe : 
All profpe& of eternity ſhut out; 
And, but for execution, ne'er ſet ſree. 
W ith error in ambition; Ju: itly charg'd, 
Find we Lorzxzo wiſer in his wealth? 
What if they rental I reform? and draw 
An inventory new to let thee right: ? 


Where, thy truth treaſure? Cold ſays, Not in me: 


And, Not in me,” the di mond. Gold i is Poor; 
India s inſolvent: Seck it in thyſelf, 

Seck in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 

In being ſo deſcended, form'd, endow'd; 

Sky Porn n, Ky-guided, fly return: ng race! 
Erect, immortal, rational, div ine! 

In ſenſes, w neh inherit earth, and heav'ns; 
Fnjoy the various riches nature yields; 
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Far nobler : give e the riches they enjoy; 
Give taſte to fruits; and harmony to groves 
Their Ak? beams to p gold, and gold's bright fire; 
Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 
At a ſmall inlet, which a an might cloſo, 
And half create the won'drous word they ſee. 
Our ſenſes as our reaſon, are divine 
But for the magic organ's powerful. charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos, {til}, 
Ob; „eds are but th' occaſion ; ours th' exploit; 
Ours is the eloth, the pencil, and the paint 


Wien nature's adm: able Pine draws 


nd beautifies ercation's ample dome. 

= Milton's Eve, when Zarin g on the lake, 
Man makes the match leſs image, man admires. 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 
aperior wonders in himſelf forgot, 
His admiration waſte on obje &s round l, 
When Heav'n ma akes him the ſoul of f all he ſees ? 
Abſurd ! not rare! ſo great, fo mean, is man. 

What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe ! What wealth 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
Than ſenſe ſurveys 1 In mem'ry's firm record, 

Vhich, ſhould it perith, could this world recall 
From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years! 
in eee cih, originally bright, 
Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! | 
Wnat wealth in intellect, that ſov'reign pow'r ! 
Which fenfe and fancy, ſummons to the bar; 
nt=rrogates, approves, or reprehends z 
nd from the maſs thoſe underlings import, 
From their materials ſifted, and refin'd, 
And in truth's balance accurately weight d, 
Forms art and-{cience, goverment, and laws; 


The ſolid bats, ant the beauteous ſrame, 


The vicals, and t the grace of civil life! : 
(7-2 And 


Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng : Y 
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And manners (ſad exception 1) ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy fair 


Of His idea, whoſe in julgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann'd kuman bliſs. 
What wealtly in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 
Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time; 
And hear at once, in thought cxtenſive, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat, and the trumpet's ſound? 
Bold, on creation's gutſide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'cr thall be; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 
Creation's new in fancy's field to rife ! 
Souls, that can graſp whate'er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro' things impoſſible! 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchleſs paſkons violent to crave, 
In liberty to chuſe, in pow'r to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe !) 
Duration to perpetuate ——voundicis bliſs ! 
Aſk you, what pow'r reſides in fecble man 
That bleis to gain? Is virtue's, then, unknown; 
Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. a 
Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 1 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies; | 
Its tenure ſure 3 its income is divine. 
High-built abundance, heap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 


Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps ſo long 

Almoſt by miracle, is tir d with play, 

Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines thrown, 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly, 

Fly diverſe ! fly to foreigners, to foes z 

New maſters court, and call the formay fool! 

(How jultly !) for dependance on their ſtay. 

Wide e firſt, our ara then, our duſt. 
Dot 
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Doſt court abundance for the ſake of peace 
Learn, and lament thy ſ:li-defeated ſchemes; 


Riches enable to be richer ſtill; 


And richer ſtill, what mortal can reſiſt? _ 
Thus wealth (a cruel taik-maiter !) enjoins 
New toils, ſucceeding toils, and endleſs train! 
And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſnine, 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich; 
Whole proud and painful privilege it 1s, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
To feel the ſtrings of envy, and of want, 
Outrageous want? both Indies cannot cure. 
A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſcaſe; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content where heav'n can give no more 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirits' movement for an hour; 
But ſoon its foree is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment lurks in ev'ry prize. 
As bees, in flow'rs, and ſtings us with ſucceſs. 
The rich man, whn denies it proudly ſeigns; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. 
Mauch learning ſhews how little mortals know; 


Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy; 


At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 
And keeps no children till we drop to duſt. 
As monkeys, at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they ſo plainly ſee; 
Thus men, in ſhinning riches, ſce the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it is a hade; 
But gaze, and toueh, and peep, and peep again, 
And with, and wonder it is abſent Kill, 1 
| O 
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How few can reſcue opulence from want 
Who lives to nature, rat can be poor: 
Who lives to fancy, ne er can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
In debt to fortune treiables at her pow'r, 
The man of reaſon, ſmiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimeny this! Abeing 
Of ſuch inherent firength and majeſty, 
Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy'd, 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequicss What treaſure this! 
The Monarch is a beggar to the Man. 

Immortal! Apes pait, yet nothing gone! 
Morn without ce! a race without a goal! 
Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite! 
Futurity for ever ſuture! Life | 
Beginning {till where computation ends ! 
Tis the deſcriptionof a Deity ! | 
Tis the deſcription of the meaneſt ſlave: 
The meaneſt {lave dares then Lorexzo ſcorn ? 
The meaneit flave thy ſov'reign glory ſhares. 
Proud youth! faſtidions of the lower world? 
Man's lawful pride includes humility; 
Stoops to the loweſt ; is too great to find 
Inferiors 3 all immortal! brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. CO ne We 
IMMORTAL! What can ſtrike the ſenſe ſo ſtrong, 
As this the foul? It thunders to the thought 
Reaſon amazes: gratitude o' erwhelms: 
No more we {lumber on the brink of fate 
Rouſ'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul aſcends, 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring thought, beneath the ſtars. 
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Has not Lokzxzo's bolom cauglit thy game? 
Immortal! Were but one immortal, how 
Wonld others envy | How would thrones adore! 
Becaule 'tis common, is the blctiing loſt? 

How this ties up the bounteous hand of heay'n : 
0 vain, vain, vain, all ele! Eternity! 

A glorieus, and a nœedful reiuge, that, 
From vile impriſonment, in abject vicws. 
is immortality, tis that alone, 

Amid life's pains, abaſement, emptineſs, 
The ſoul can comfort, clevate, and tl, 

That only, and that amply y, t is perfor ms 
Lifts us above life's pains, ker joys a 5085 ; 
Their terror thoſe, and theie their luſtre loſe's 
Eternity depending covers all; 
Eccrnity depending all atchieves z 

Sets carth at dittanoe 3 caſts her inte ſhades 
Blends her diſtinctions; abrogatcs her powers; 
The low. the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, 
Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 
Maks one promiſcuous and neglected heap, 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man, 
Whom immortalit ty s full force inſpires. 
Nothing terreſtrial touches his high tought s 
Zun ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard 3 

By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent. 
Their preſent province, and their future prize 
Divinely darting u pward ev'ry With, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious «bien ice loſt ! 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 
if earth's whole orb by ſome due diſtanc'd eye 
Were ſcen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink, 
And levelFd Atlas leave an even | ſphere. 

This carth, and all that carthly minds admire, 

Is frallow'd in Eternity's vaſt round, | 
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To that ſtupendous view, when ſouls awake, 

So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 

Time's toys ſubſide; and equal all below. 
Enthuſiaſtic, this? Then all are weak, 

But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height 


Some ſouls have ſoar'd; or martyrs ne' er had bled. 


And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by theſe fublunary ſtorms, 
Boundleſs interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur 'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 


What ſlave unbleſs d, who from to-morrow's dawn 


Expects an empire? he forgets his chain, 
And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 

And what a ſceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own 1mmenſe appointments to compute, 

Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 

In this her dark minority, how toils, „ 

How vainly paints, the humM ſoul divine! 
Too great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy: 
What heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a bliſs ? 

In ſpite of all the truths the muſc has ſung, 
Truths touching! marvellous ! and full of heaven! 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revolv'd ! 
Are there who wrap the world ſo cloſe about them 


They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance 


On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtic toe, 

Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 
Headlong they plunged, where end both dance and ſong? 
Are there, LORENZO? Is it poſſible? | 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts ; 
Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore 

Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem ? 

When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, theſe 
Shall know their treaſure 3 treaſure, then, no more. 

| 1 Are 
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Are there (ſtill more amazing!) who roi 
The riling thought ? Who lmocher, in ics birth 
The glorious truth? Who {iruggie to be bniites'? 
Who tiiro' this boſom-barrier burſt their way? 
And, with reverit ambition, {trive to ſink? 
Who labour downwards thro' thi oppofing pow'rs 
Of inſtintt, reaſon, and the world aga ink chem, 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock 
Of endleſs night; night darker tl 8 che grave? 
Who fight the proofs of immortality 72 
With horrid zeal, and cxecrable arte, 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wits ) | 
Blaſphemers, end rank at! Bein 2 to themſelves? 


1 


To contradict them, ſce all natiig rite | 

Wat object, what event, the moon Ak. 

But argues, or endgers, an aiter-{ucns 

To reaſon Proves, or weds it to ei 92 | 

All things proclaim it necdf d; ſome advance 

One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſire. 

A thouſand arguments warm round mo benz 

From heav n. and carth „ and man. Iudulge a few, 

By nature, as her common babit worn ; 

So preiſir g Providence a truth to teaun, 

Which truch unt aught, all other truths were vain 
TROU ! whoi: all -prov idential Eye 1 

Whoſe Fend.cirects, whoſe Spirit fills and warms 

Creation, and holds empire lar bæyond! 

Eternity's Inhabi tant auguſt! 

Of two Eterhities amazing Lord! 

One Port, ere man's, or angel's, had begun; 

Aid! while I reſcue from the fos's aſſault 

Thy glorious Immortalityin man: 

A theme for ever, and, for all, of weight, 
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Oi moment infinite © but relith'd moſt 
Hy taoie who love Thee motil, who moſt adore, 
N rotare, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 

Ot Thee the Great Immutabl. 2, to man 

Speaks witdem 4 is his oracle ſupreme 3 

And bs who molt conſults her, is moit wiſe, 

4.02E%ZC, to this heavniy Delphos haſte ; 

And comes back albimmortal; all divine: 

Look nature through, 'cis revolution all; 

All change,; nodcath. Day follows night t; and night 

The dying da 2V 3 ſtars rife, and let, an riſe; 

Earth takes thi example. Sce, the Summer gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambroſial flowers, 
Droops into pallid nnn Winter grey, 

Horrid with trot, and turbulent with ſtorm, 

Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away: 

"Then melts into the Spring : Soft Sp ring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of che ſouth, 
Recails the firſt. All, to reflouriſh, fades; 
As in a wheel, all ſinks, to re-alcend, 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 

With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 

Nature revolves, but man advances; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 

That gravitates, this foars, Th' aſpiring ſoul, 
Ardent, aud tremulous, like flame, atc ends, 
Zeal and humility her wings to heav' I's 
The world of matter, with its 3 various forme, 

All dies into new life, Lite born from death 

Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, 

With change of countel charges the "Moſt Highs” 

What hence infers, LORENZO? Can it be? 

Matter immortal? And ſhall. Spirit die? 

Above the nobler, ſhall lets wth ric ? 

Shall Man alone, for whom all elle revives, * 
0 
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No refurreQion know ? Shall Man alone, 
Imperial Man! be ſown in barren ground, 

Leſs previleg'd than grain, on which he feeds ? 

Is Man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 

The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 
Deplor- its period, by the fplec n of fate, 
Sever y doom'd death? single unredecin'd 2 

Tf nature's revolution freaks aloud, 

In her gradation, hear her louder fill, 
Lock nature thro”, tis near gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her ſcale afcends ! 
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme, 

Jo that above it join'd, to that bencath. 

Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, 

Abhor divorce: Wrat love of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life; 
Halſ-life, halſ-death, join there; heee, life and ſcnſe; 
There, ſenſe from reaſon icals a glimm'ring ray; 
Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſery'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 

Of incorporeal life? thoſe rcalms of bliſs, 

\Whert death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
_ Half-mortal, hail-mmortal ; cartily, part, | 
And part ethercal; grant the foul of man 
Eternal,z or in man the ſerics ends. 

Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more; 
Check'd rcaſon halts; her nezt ſtep wants Support = 3 
Striving to climb, ſhe tumbles from ber chene 
A ſcheme, analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 
Analogy, man's ſureſt guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 

And will LohENZO, carcle's of the call, 

Falſe atteſtation on all nature charge, 
Rather than violate Bis league with death ? 
Renounce bis reaſon, rather iban renounce 
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Firs duſt belov'd, and run the riſque of heav'n 2 

O what den, to deathleſs ſouls! 

\Whattreaton to the majeſty of man? 

OH man im 88 tHe, ir the lofty ſtyle: 

H fo gee reed, th Almighty Will be done. 
Let earth ve: von p⸗ wy rous orbz deſcend, 


& And g ind us into duſt. The foul is ſafes 
& The man emerges; ng above the wreck, 


As tow ring fame from nature's fun'ral pyre 3 
% Ofer devaſtation, as a: gait 15 ſmiles; 
* His charter: is vials jc rights, „ 
« Well p Pp lead d to lcarn from chanel s impotence, 
6 8 s pointIcts darts, and hell's defeatcd e 
tthete chimeras touch not thec, LORENZO! 

r ojories of the world, thy ſev'nfold ſhicld. 
Other ambilida than of crowns in an,” 
And ſuperlunary tcheitics,: 
Thy boſom warn. III cool it, if T eang 
And turn thoſe glories that incliant, againſt thee. 
Wat ties Thee 70 this Bf e, Proclaims the next. 

I wile. th Feauſe that wounds th ee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together 
(To mount, LokExzo never can reſuſe); 

from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 
K doyn on carth. What ſeeit thou? Warna 
Dal wonders, that eclipſe he ſkies. (thing; ! 
Wet lengths of labour d lands! what loaded ſeas! 
Located by man, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! 
Sgads, winds, and planets, into ſervice brought, 
Inis art acknowledge, and promote his ends, 
Nor can tn! eternal rocks his will witaitand 3 
Via levell'g mountains: and what liſted vales! 
Ger vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
Ang a gil i our landteape with their glitt'ring ſpires. 

Some "mid + the wand'ring waves majeſtie riſe; 
And N cptune holds a mirror to their duns 
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Far greater ſtill!! (what cannot mortal might?) 
Sec, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams, 

Or ſouthward turn; to delicate and grand, 

The finer arts there ripen in the ſun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heav'n beneath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid air, here, ſtreams are taught to flow; 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in baſons, ileep. 
Here, plains turn oceans; there vaſt oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms, channel'd deep from ſhore to thore 3 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the {word ! 
See fields in blood; hear naval thunders rile ; 
BRrrANxIA's voice | that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-ſea, furious waves! Their roar amid, 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O main! 
Thus far, nor farther 3 new reſtraints obey.” 
Earth's diſembowel'd! meaſur'd are the ſkies ! 
Stars are detecle in their deep receſs! 

Creation widens { vanquiſh'd nature yields! 

Her ſecrets are extorted! art prevails ! 

What monument of genius, {pirit, power! 

And now, LORENZO! raptur'd at this ſcene, 
Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfluous! ſay, 
Whoſe tootſteps theſe ?—lmmortals have been here, 
Could leſs than ſouls immortal this have done? 
Earth's eover'd o'er with proofs of ſouls immortal; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 

Theſe are ambition's works. And theſe are great: 

But this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do: . 

Tranſcend them all But what cawtheſe tranſcend ? 
Dot 
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Doit aſk me what One ſigh for the diſtreſt. 
What then for inſidels? A deeper high. 

Tis mortal grandenr makes the mighty man: 

How little they, who think aught great below 

All our ambitions death defeats, but one: | 
And that it crowns. Here ceaſe we: but, ere long, 
More pow'rſul proof ſhall take the field againſt thee, 
Stronger than death, and ſmiling at the tomb, 
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PART SECOND. 


CONTAINING 


THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE, OF 


IMMORTALITY. 
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AS We are at war with the power, it were well if 
A we were at war with the manners of France. A 
and of levity is a land of guilt, A ſerious mind is the 
native ſoil of every virtue and the ſingle charazter that 
does true honour to mankind. The ſoul's immortality has 
been the favourite theme with the ſericus of all ages, — 


Nor is it ftrange; it is a ſubject by far the moſt intereſt- 


ang and important, tbat can enter the mind of man. Of 
higheſt moment this ſubject always was, an always wilt 
de. Let this its higheſt moment feems to admit of in- 
creaſe, at this day ; a fort of ocaſtonal importance is ſu- 


peradded 
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feradded to the natural weight of it; if that opinion 
aich is advanced mthe preface to the preceeding night, 
be pull, It is there ſuppoſed, that all cur infidels what- 
ever jcheme for argument's ſake, and to keep themſelves 
in countenance, they patronize, are beirayed into their 
deplorable error, by ſome doubt af their mmortality, at 
the bottom. And the more 1 conſider this point, the more 
J am perſuaded of the truth of that opinicn. Though 
the diſtruſt of a futyrity is a ſirange error; yet it ij an 
error in which bad men may naturaliy be diſtreſſed. 
For it is imp ſible to bid defiance to final ruin, without 
ſome refuge in imagination, ſome preſumptiom of eſcape. 
And what preſumption is there *{ here are but two in 
nature; but two, within the compaſs of human thought, 
And theſe are, —That either God will not, cr can not 
puniſh, Conjidering the divine attributes, the firſt 1s too 
groſs to be digeſted by our ſtrongeſt wiſhes. And, fince 
omnipotence is as much a divine attribute as bolineſs, that 
God cannot puniſh, is as abſurd a ſuppoſition as the former. 
cd certainly can puniſh, as long as the wicked man 
exiſts, In non-exiſtence, therefore, is their only reſuge ; 
and, conſequentiy, non-exiſtence is their ſtrongeſt aii. And 
ſtrong wiſhes have a ſtrunge influence on cur opinions ; 
they biaj; the judgment in a manner, alm incredible. 
And ſince, on this member of their alternative, there are 
ſome very ſmall appearances in their favour, and none 
at all on the other, they catch at this reed, tbey lay bold 
on this chimera, to ſave themſelves from the ſhock, and 
borror, of an immediate, and abſolute, deſpair, 

On revieuing my ſubject, by the light which this argu 
ment, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, Tas 
more inclined, than ever, to purſue it, as it appeared to 
me to ſtrike directiy at the main root of all our infidelity. = 
In the following pages, it is, accordingly purſued at 
large; and ſome arguments fir immortality, new” (at 
leaſt to me), are ventured on, in them. There alſo the 
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writer bas made an attempt to ſet the groſs abfurdities 
and birrors of aniubilation in a fuller and more affecting 
Vic, than is (1think) to be met with elſewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whoſe ſake this attempt was chieſty 
made, profeſs great admiration for the wiſdom of Heathe:, 
antiquity : what pity it is they are not ſfuicere! If they 
were ſincere, b5w would it mortiſy them to conſider, iti 
whai Contempt and abborrence their notions would have 
been received, by thoſe whom they ſo much admire 5 Whas 
degree of contempt and abborrence would fall to ther 
ſhare, may be conjectured by the following matter «<1 
fact (in my opinion) extremety memorable, Of all their 
Heathen woribies, Sccrates (it is well known) was the 
nf guarded, difpaſſuonate, and compoſed; yet this great 
maſter of temper <vas angry ;z and angry at bis loſt DOUr : 
and angry with his friend; and angry for t dejervec! 

cknowleagment ; augry. for a right and tender ij.ance 
of true friendſhip t5wards bim. I not this ſurprijmg 
Hl hat could be the cauje 5 T he cauſe was for tis bonvur 3 
it was a truiy noble thought, perhaps, a t punclilious, 
regard for immortaluys for bis friend aſking bim, with 
fuch an affectionate concern as became a nd ere 
& he ſhould depofite bis remains? it was reſented by 
Sccrates, as implying a diſhonourable ſuppojuion, that 
he cpuld be ſo mean, as ts have regard for any thu g 
even in bunjecif, that was not IMMORTAL» . 

T his fact cell conſidered, would make cur infidel; 
avithdraw their admiration from Sccrates ; or make ther 
endeauour, by their imitation of this illuſtrious example, 
to ſhare his glory: and, conſequently, it <vonld incline 
them to peruſe tbe following pages With candour G1: 
impartiality: which is all I. dęſire; and that, for ther 
fakes: for I am perſuaded, that an unprejudiced injide! 
muſt, nec:fjarity, regerve ſame acdvantagevus unprejſu2t. 
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EAVEN dez the needſal, but neglected call. 
II What day, What hour, but knocks at human 
hearts, 
To wake the ſoul to e510 of fore ſcenes ? 
Death ſtand, like e 3 in every way; 
And kindly point us to our We end. 
Por, who could make immortals! art thou dead? 
give thee joy, nor will I take my leave ; 
So ſoon to follow. Man but dives in death; 
Dives from the Ca in fairer day to riſe ; 
The grave, his ſubterranean road to viſa, 
Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd it ſo; 
'Th rough various par ts our glorious tory runs 
Tae gives the preface, endleſs Age unro!is 
The volume (ne'er unroli'd!) of human fate. 
This, earth and ikies “ alread y have proclaim'd. 
The ATT s a prophecy of worlds to come; 
And who what Gop forctelis (who ſpeaks 1 things, 
Still louder than in words) ſhall darc deny ? 
Ir nature's arguments appear too Weak, 
Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in man. 
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If man ficeps on, untaught by what he ices, 
Can he prove inhel to What he feels ? 


He, whole blind thought futurity denies, 


Unconſcious, bears, BELLEROPHON! like thee, 
His own indictment ; he condemns himſelf; 
Who reads his boſom, rea h immortal life; 
Or, Nature, there, impoſing on her ſons, 
Has written fables; man was made a lic. 
Why diſcontent for ever harbour'd there? 
Incurable conſumption of our peace! 
Reſolve me, why the cottager and king, 


He whom *ea-ſever*d realms obey, and he 


Who ſteals his whole dominion from the waſte, 
Repelling winter blaſts with mud and ſtraw, 
Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſigh, 

In fate fo diſtant, in complaint fo near? 

Is it, that things terreſtrial can't content? 
Deep in rich paſture, will thy flock's complain ? 
Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To ſnare their ſweet ſęereng. Man, ill at cafe 
In this, not his own place, this ſorcizn field d 
Where nature fodders him with other food, 

Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 

Poor in abundance, famiſh'd ata feaſt, 

Sigus on for ſomething more, when moſt enjoy'd. 

Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks, Wan thee ? 

Not ſo: thy paſture richer, bat remote 

In part, remote; for that remoter part 

Man Vleats from inſtinct, though, perhaps, de hauch'd 
By ſenſ2, his reafon fleps, nor dreams the cauſe, 
The cauſe how obvious, when his wälen 3 f 
His grief is but his grandeur in diſguiſe 


And diſcontent is e 
Shall ſons of ætlier the blood of heaven, 


Set up their hopes on carth, and ſtable here, 


With br atal acquick, nes in the miro? 
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Lorenzo! no! they ſhall be no! bly pain'd: 
The glorious feen 3, Ciitrels'd ſhall Lech 
On thrones; and thou congratulate the e tis 
Alan's miſery d@lares him born lor bliis; 
Hits anxious heart aſſerts the tfuth I ling, 
And gives tlie ſcptic in his head the lie. | 
Our heads, our hearts, our paſſions, and our pow? re, 
pen! K the > ſame language; call us to the ſkies: 
Unripen'd theſe in this inclement clime, 
Scaree riſe above conjectur7 and miitake z 
And for this land of trifles thoſe too Rrong 
Tumuituous riic, and tcmpeſt human lite. 
What prize on carth can pay us for the {torr ? 2 
Meet objects for our p:Tions heaven ordain'd 
Djects that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defect. Bleſs'd Heaven! avert 
A bound=d ardour ſor unbounded bliis. 
O fer a bliſs unbounded ! far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
Nor are our powers to peridh immature 3 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter ſun, and in a nobler ſoil, 
Tr anſplanted from this ſublunary bed, 
Shall fouriſh fair, and put forth all their bloom : 
Reaion Pro greſſive, Inſtinct is complete; 
Swift inſtinct leaps ; flow Reaſon feebly climb 
Brutes ſoon their zenith reach: their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live co-eval with the fun, 
The patriarch-pupil would be learning ſtill; 
Yet, dying, leave his leſſon half-unlearn'd. 
Men 7 ih in advance, as if the ſun _ 
Should ſet &'er noon, in eaſtern o « drown'd; 
If fit, with A illuſtrious to compare, 
Tus ſun's merician, with the foul of man. 
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To man, why, \ ſtepdame Nature! fo ſevere? 
Why thrown aſide thy maiter picce halt- ug 
While meaner cftorts thy laſt hand enjoy 

Or, if abortively poor man muſt die, 


Nor reach what reach he might, why die in dread? 


Why curs'd with Hreſight? wile to milery ? 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Why leſs pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 
Fiis immortality alone can tell; 

Full ample fund to balance all mile 

And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt ! 

His immortality alone can ſolve 

That darkeſt of oenigmas, human hope; 

Of all the darkeſt, if at death we dic, 

Hope, eager hope, th' aſſaſſin of our joy, 

All preſent bleſlings treading under loot, 

Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than Deſpair. 

With no paſt toils content, ſtill planning new, 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for caſe. 
Poſſeſſion, why more taſteleſs than purſuit ? 
Why is a wiſh far Gearer than a crown? 
That with accompliſh'd, why the Bra e Of blils ? 
_ Becauſe in the great juture bury'd deep, 
Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 

Lies all that man with ardour ſhould purſue 
And HE who made him, bent him to the right, 
Man's heart th' ALMICHTV to the future fcts, 
By ſecret and inviolable ſprings; 

And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. 
Man's heart cats all things, and is hungry ſtill; 
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„More, more!“ the glutton cries: for Nashi new 


So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 

He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the poſſeſs' d. 
Hence, the world maſter, from Ambition's ſpire, 
In Caprea plung'd, and div'd beneath the brute, 
In that rank ſty why walloy'd empire's {on 
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Supreme? Becauſe he could no higher fly; 7 jb 
Bis riot was ambition in deſpair. 
Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorexzo! thou, 
With more ſucceſs, the flight of Hope ſurvcy: i 
Of reſtleſs Hope, for ever on the wing. | 1 5 : 
High- pereh'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon ſits, 
To fly at all that riſes in her light; 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, ihe betrays her aim's miſtake, 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There ſhould it fail us, (it mult {ail us there, 
If being fails), more mou; uful riddles riſe, 
And Virtue vies with Hope in myſtery. 
Why Virtue? Where its praiſe, its being, fled ? 
Virtue is true ſelf-intereſt purſu'd 
What true ſelf-intereſt of quite-mortal man? 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here, 1 
If vice (as ſometimes) i is our friend on earth, q 
Then vice is virtue; *tis-our ſoy? reign good. 
In ſelfapplauſe is virtue's golden prize; 
No ſeli- applauſe attends 1t on thy ſcheme. 
Whence ic]: -applaulc ? From conſcience of the riglit. 
And what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields; 
That baſis failing, fails the building too, 


And lays in ruin every virtuous joy. 
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The rigid guardian of a blamdleſs heart, 
So long rewer'd, fo long reputed wiſe, 1 
Js weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 1 


Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Of ſelf-expoſure, laudable, and great? | 
Of gallant enterpriſe, and glorious death? 
Die for thy country Thou romantic fool ! : 
Scize, ſeize the plank thyſelf, and let her fink: | i 
Thy country! what to thee the God head, what ? : 
(1 ſpeak with awe!) though he ſhould bid thee bleed ; 
It, 
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II, with thy blood, thy final hope is ſpilt, i 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, i 
Be deaf? preſcrve thy being; diſobey. | 

Nor is it diſobedience. Know, Lorexzo ! 1 
Whatc'er th' ALMucaTy's ſubſequent command, 
His firſt command is this: Man, love thy felt,” 
In this alone, free agents are not tree. 
Exiſtence is the baſis, bliſs the prize; 
If virtue coſts exiſtence, 'tis a crime z 
Bold violation of our law ſupreme, 
Black ſuicide though nations. which conſalt 
Their gain at thy expence, reſound applauſe. 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful here, 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man ſuffer'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be gaod in vain is man 1njoin'd ? 
Why to be good in vain is man betray' d? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaſt. |; 
By ſweet complacencies rom virtue felt? ö 
Why whiſpers nature lies on virtue's part 2 
Or if blind inſtinct * aſſumes the name 
Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaton mae accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the wiſeſt loudett in ber praiſe ? 
Can man by reaſon's beam be ted aitray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God? | yi 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on carth, | 5 
Or both are true, or man ſurvives the grave: 
Or man ſurvives the grave, or own, LokExze, 
% Thy boaſt ſupreme a wild abſurdity. 
) PDauntleſs thy ſpirit 3 cowards are thy ſcorn. 4 
Grant man immortal. and thy ſcorn is juſt. 1 
1 Ihe man immortal rationally brave, | 
Dares ruſh on death, —becauſe he cannot die. 
But it man loſes all, when liſe is Joſt, 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 
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A daring infidel, (and ſuch there are, 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical defect of thought), 

Of all cartli's madmen, molt deſerves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 

For valor, yirtue, ſcience, all we love, - 

And all we praile ; for worth, whoſe noontide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher ſtile, 
j Mends our ideas of cthereal powers; 
| Dream we. that luſtre of the moral world 
| Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe ? 
} Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
Anu ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human life, 
| The mind AtznIcarty ? could it be, that fate, 

Juſt when the lineaments began to thine, 
And dawn the Derry, ſhould inatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give | 
The ſkies alarm, leſt angels too might die? 
| If human ſouls, why not angelic too 
Enxtinguiih'd? and a ſolitary God, 
O'er ghaitly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we, this moment, gaze on Gop in man; 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt? 5 
From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes; nn 
And there, where leaſt his judgment fears a flaw. 5 
Wiſdom and worth how boldly he commends : | 
Wiſdom and worth are ſacred names; rever'd, 
Where not embrac'd; applauded ! deify'd ! 
Why not compaſſion d too? If ſpirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both 
To make us but more wretched. Wiſdom's eye 
Acute. for what? to ſpy more miſeries z 
And worth, ſo recompens'd, new-points their ſtinge. 
Or man ſurimounts the grave, or gain is loſs, 
And worth cxalted humbles us the more. 
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Thou wilt not patronize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs. and vice the reſuge of e Ad. 


Has Virtue, then, no joys?” — cs, joys dear 
Talk ne'er ſo long, in this imperfect itate, (bought. 


Virtuc and vice are at eternal war. 


Virtue's a combat; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious. or for ſmall reward? 

Who Virtue's ſeli-reward ſo loud reſound, 
Would take degrees angelic here below; 


And Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 


By feeble motives, an unfaithful guards, 


The crown, th' unfading crown, her foul inſpires : 
Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body? s treach'rics, and the world's aſlaults 3 s 


On ea th's poor pay our famiſh'd virtue dies. 

Truth incontcitable ! in ſpite of all 

A BLE has preach'd, or a V——= bcliev'e, 
In man the more we dive, the more we ſee 

Heaven's ſignet ſtamping in immortal make, 

Dive to the bottom of his ſoul, the baſe 

Suſtaining all; what find we. ? Enowledge, love. 

As light and heat eſſential to the ſun, 

Theſe to the ſoul. And why, if ſouls expire? 

How little lovely here! how little known : 

Small know!.)\ge we dig up with endleſs toi! 

And love unteign'd may purchaſe p=rtett hate. 

Why ſtarv'd, on earth, our angel-appetit2s 

While brutal are in: dulg'd their fulſome fill? 

Were then capacities 8 conferr d, 

As a. mock diadem, in ſavage ſport, 

Rank inſulc of our pompous poverty, 

Which reaps but pain, from ſeeming claims & (air? 

in future age lies no redreſs? and ſhuts 

Eternity the door on our complaint? 


If ſo, for what firange ends were mortals made! 


The worſt to wallow, and the beſt to wWecp: 
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The man who merits molt, mult moſt complain. 
Can we conceive a diſregard in heaven, 

What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? 
'This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundlels appetite, and boundleſs pow'r ; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects, too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, Heaven ſuits in all; 
Nor, nature through, cer violates this ſweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. 

Is man the ſole exception from her laws? 
Eternity: ſtruck off from human hope, 

(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monſter, the reproach of heaven, 
A lain, a dark impenetrable cloud 

On nature's beauteous aſpect; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her Lord. 


If ſuch is man's allotment, what is heaven? 


Or own the ſoul immortal, or bla ſpheme. 

Or own the ſoul] immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock majeily ! go, man! 
And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtall; 
Through every ſcene of ſenſe ſuperior far. | 
They graze the turf untill'd; they drink the ſtream 
Unbres d, and ever full, unembitter'd 


With Jouhts, fears, fruitlets hopes, regrets, deſpairs ; ; 


ankind's peculiar ! reaion's Precious dover.! 

No foreign climes they ranſack for their robes z 

Nor brothers cite to tho litigious bar: . 

heir good | is good entire, unmix d, unmarr d; 

They find a paradiſe in ev'ry tield, 

In boughs forbidden where no curſes | nang: 

"'heir ill, no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe; unſtretch 'd 


Zy previeus dread, or murmur in the . : 
Wiaehn the worſt coincs, it comes unfear d; one ſtreke 


Begins, ane ends, their woc: they die but dnce; 
Slots” d, moommunicable privilege! for which | 
Preud 


1111 . AAA c ˖ 


. and 
i, 


Tun InripeL RECLAIMED. 147 

Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the itars, 
Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no glimpic of day, to ſolve the knot, 
Put What beams on ir from eternity. 
O ſole and ſweet folution ! that unites 
The difficult, and ſoftens the ſevere ; 
The cloud cn nature's beauteous face diſpels; 
Reſtores bright. order; caſts the brute beneath 
And reinthroncs us in ' ſupremacy - 
Of joy, ev'n here. Admit immortal life, 
And virtue is kni gbt-errantry no more; 
Lach virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 


Far richer in reverſion: Hope exults; 


And though much bitter in eur cup is throun, 
Predominates, and gives the taſte af heaven. 


O wherefore is the Derry ſo Lind? 


Aſtonithing beyondaaſtoniſhment ! 
Heav'n our reward---for heav'n enjoy'd below. 
Still unſubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart: for there 

he traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I ſing. 
Reaſon is guiltleſs; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that ſiubborn heart, if I ſhould find 
New, unczpected witneſſes gainſt thec? 
Ambition; Pleaſure, and the Love of Gain ! 
Ganſt thou ſuſpect that theſe, which make the ſoul 
The ſlave of carth, ſhould own her 3 of heavn? 
Canſt thou ſuſp et what makes us ajſbelicve 
Our immortality, ſhoul l prove it furs 25 

Firit then, Ambition ſummon to the bar, 
Anbiden s thame, extravagance, dilgtiſt, 
An inextinguiſliable nature, peak. 
Each much depoſes; hear them an their turn. : 

Thy {oul, how paſlionaicly fond of fe.me! 
ow anxious that fond pa on to conceal | 

e bluſh, detected in dofigns Ci Proicy 


Try 


> 
4 2 4 ongh 


«as 4 144 


148 Tae COMPLAMNT. Night 3. 

Though fer beſt deeds, and from the beſt of men: 

And w hy? Becauſe immortal. Art divine 

Nas made the body tutor to the ſoul; 

Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow 

Bids it aſcend the glowing cheek, and there. 

Up braid that little heart's inglorious aim, 

Which: oops to court a character from man; 

While o'er us, in tremendous judgments, ſit 

Far more than man, with endleſs praiſe, and blame. 
Ambition's -boundleſs appetite outfpeaks 

"The verdict of its ſhame. - When ſouls take fire 

At high preſumptions-of their own deſert, 

One age is poor applauſe z the mighty ſhout, 

The thunder by the living few begun, 

Late time muſt echo; worlds unborn reſound. 

We wiſh. our names eternally to live : 


Wild dream! which nc'er had haunted Human thought, 5 


Had not our natures been eternal too. 

Inſtinct points out an int'reſt in hercaſter; 

But our blind Reaſon ſees not where it lies; 

Or, .ſceing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. | 
ame is the ſhade of immortality, 

And in itſelf a ſhadow... Soon as caught, 

Contemn'd it {hiinks to nothing! in the graſp, - 

| Conſult th' ambitious, 'tis Ambition's cure. 
Ana is this all 2 cry'd CxsAk at his height, 

DX guſted. This third Proof Ambition brings 

Of iramortality. The firſt in fame, 

Oblerve him near, your envy will abate z 

Sham'd at the d proportion vaſt, between 

te paſſion and the purchaſe, he will ſigh 

At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 

And why? Eecauſe far richer prize invites 

His heart; far mare illuſtrious glory calls; 

It ealls in whiſbers, yet the ccaelt hear. 
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And can Ambition a fourth proof 1 
It can, and ſtronger than the former three; 

Yet quite o'erlook'd by lome reputed wiſc. 
Though diſappointments in Ambition pain, 


And though lucceſs difgutts ; ; yet ſtill, Loxexzo !. 


In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our "bearts 3 * 


By nature planted for the nobleſt ends. 


Abſurd the 1am'd advice to:Pyrrnvs giv'n, 
More prais'd than.ponder'd ; ſpecious, but unſound : 


| Sooner that hero's ſword the world had quell'd, 
Than reaſon his ambition. Man muſt ſoar. 


An obſtinate activity within, | 


An inſuppreſſ ive ſpring will toſs him up, 


In ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Each villager has his ambition too; 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter 4 ſlave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of ſtraw, 
Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, 


And cry, —“ Behold the wonders of my mi; ght!“ 


And-why ? Becauſe immortal as their lord; 
An! fouls immortal mult for ever heave 


At ſomething great ; ; the glitter, or the gold; 
The praiſe of mortals, of the praiſe of heav'n. 


Nor abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 


When human is ſupported by divine. 
I'll introduce LORENZO to himſelf; 


Pleaſure and pride (bad maſters 1) ſhare our hearts: - 
As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 

And teed our bodies, and. extend our race 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect 

And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it but the love of praiſe inſpires, - 
>latures, refines, embelliſhes, exalts, 
Earth's happineſs ? From that, the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 
Want and Convenience, under-workers, lay 
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Thus far Ambition. - What ſays Avarice ? 1 
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The baſis on which Love of Glory builds, | 
Nor is thy life, O Virtue ! leſs in debt 

To praile, thy ſecret timulating ſciend. 

Were man not proud, what inerit ſhould we nk 


Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 


Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaions Lieht to man, 
And whets his appelice for moral good, 
Thirſt of applauſe is Virtue's ſecond guard; 
Rea ſon, her firſt; but Reaſon wants an aid 
Our private Reaſon i is a flaticrer; 

Thirſt of applauſe calls public judgment in; 


To poite our own, to keep an even ſeale, 


And give endanger'd Virtue fairer play. 
Here a fiſth proof ariles, ſtronger ſtill: 

Why this ſo nice conſtruction of our hearts? 

"Theſe delicate moralitics of ſenſe; 

This conſtitutional referve of 1 


To ſuccour Virtue, when our reaſon fails; 


If Virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 

And oft the mark of i INJUrics on earth, 
When labour'd to maturity, (its bill 

Of diſciplines and pains unpaid), muſt die? 
Why freighted rich, to bY. againſt a rock ? 
Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 

O how mil- ſpent were all theſe ſtratagems, 
By ſkill divine 1 in woven in our frame? ; 
Where are heav'n's holineſs and merey fled? 
Laughs heaven at once at virtue and at man? 
If not, why that diſcourag'd, this deſtroy d? 


This her chief mazim, which has long been thine, 

e The wiſe and wealthy are the ſame.” grant its » 
To ſtore up treaſure, with inceflant toil, 

This is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe. 

To this great end keen Inſtinct ſings him on. 


"Fo guide that inſtinct, Reaſoa ! is thy charge; . 
2383 
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is thine to tell us wi * true ireaſure liss | 
| But, Rcaſfon failing to diſcuarge her truſt, | 
Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows; and blind Induſtry, 

Cale by the ſpar, but ſtranger to tlie courſe, 

(The courſe where ſtakes oi more than gold are won) 

O'erioading, with the cares of diſtant age, 

The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 

Provides for an eternity below. 

Thou ſhalt not covet,” is a wiſe command; 
But boun qed to the wealth the iun ſurveys: 

Look farther, the command 2224s quite revers'd, 
And \v'rice is a virtue moſt divine. 

Is faich a refuge for our happinets 82. 

Mot fare: and is it not. for reaſon too ? 
Nothing this worl { unriddles. but the next. 
Whence inextin zuiſhable thirſt of gain? 

From inexſtin: 2aithable life in man : 

Man, ift noc meant, by worth, to rcach the fiew 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in guilt. 

Sour grapes, I grant Ambition, Avarice. 

Yet {till their root 13 immortality. 

'heſe its wild growths ſo hitter, and fo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach :) X3!1gion can reclaim. 
Refine, exa:t, throw down) their pois'nous lee, 
And make, them faarkle in the bowl of bliſs. 

Sce, the third Utneſe laughs at bliſs remote, 
And falſely promiſes an Eden here; 

Truth the ſhall ſpeak for once, though prone to lie, 
A common cheat, and Pleaſure is her name. 

To Pleaſure never was Lorenzo deaf; 

Then hear her now, now firſt thy real friend. 

Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happineſs, (whence hypocrites in jo Y: 

Makers of mirth.! artificers of {miles), 
Why ſhould the joy moſt poignant Seaſe afford: 
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Burn with Þluſhes, and rebuke our pride? 


Thoſc heaven-born biuthes tell us man, deſcends, 


Ev'a in the zenich of his earthly bliſs. 
Should Reaſon take her inſidel repoſe, 


This honeſt inſtin& ſpeaks our lineage high ; 
This inſtinct calls on darkneſs to conceal 


Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls. 


Our glory covers us with noble ſhame, 


And he that's unconfounded, is unman'd. 
The man that bluſhes, is not quite a brute, 
Thus far with thee, Lorenzo !.will I cloſe, 


Pleaſure is good, and man for pleaſure made 


But pleaſure full of glory, as of joy; 
Pleaſure, which neither. bluſhes. nor expires. 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is o'er; 


Let Conſejence fill the ſentence in her court, 


Iearer than deeds that half a realm convey: _ 
Thus, ſcaFd by Truth, th' authentic record runs. 
© Know, all; know, infidels,—unapt to know! 

& *Tis immortality your nature ſolves; 

is immortality decyphers man, 

„And opens all the myſt'ries of his make. 
Without it, half his Inſtincts are a riddle; 
Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
is very erimes atteſt his dignity; 

« His ſateleſs thirſt of pleaſure, gold, and fame, 


Declares him born for bleſlings infinite : 


© What leſs than infinite, makes unabſurd, 
« Paſſions,” which all on earth but more inflames ? 
© Fieroe paſſions, ſo miſmeaſur'd to this ſcene, 
Stretek d out, like cagles' wings, beyond our net. 
© Fer, far beyond. the worth of all below, 
For carth. too large, preſage a nobler fight, 
And evidence our title to the ſkies _ 
Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! 
Whoſe conſtitution dictates to your pen; 
| _ | Who, 


* 
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Who, cold yourſelves, think ardour comes irom nell. 


Think not our paſſions from Corruption ſprung, 


Though to corruption now they lend their wings: 
That is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 
(And juſtly) Reaſon deem divine: I ec, 
J feel a grandeur in the Paſſions too, 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious end; 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fires _ 
In paradiſe itſelf they Þurtit as ſtrong, 
Ere Apa fell: though wiſer in their aim. 
Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck by Providence. 
What though our Paſſions are run _ and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial appetite, to gra 
On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from 1:1: ich defire? 
Yet ſtill, "thr ough their diſgrace, no feeble ra y 
Or greatneſs ſhines, and tells us whenee they fell: 
But theſe, (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim'd,) 
When reaſon moderates the roin aright, - 
Shall reaſcend, remount their former PROG, 
Where once they ſoar'd illuſtrious; ere ſeduc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
And ſet the ſublunary world on fire. 
But grant their frenzy laſts; their frenzy ſails 


To diſappoint one providential end, -.- 
For which heaven Llew up ardour in our bins : 


Where Reaſon ſilent, boundleſs Paſſion ſpeaks 
A future ſcene of boundleſs objects too, 

And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day! 'tis that enlightens all; 


And all, by that enlignten'd, proves Y ſure, 


Conſider nian as an immor tal be eing, 

Intelligible all; and all is great; 

A cryſtalline tranſpareney prevails, 

And ſtrikes full luſtre through the human ſphere: 
Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 

Ard wretched: Res alon weeps at ths ſurvey. 


The 
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The lcarn'd Lokexzo eries, And let her weep, 
© Weak, modern Reaſon: ancient times were wile. 
; Authority, that venerable guide, 
© Stands on my part; the fam'd Athenian porch 
© {And who for wiſdom ſo renown C as they ?) 

* Deny'd this immortality to man.” 
I grant it; but affirm, they prov'd it too. 
A riddle this Have patience, I'Il explain. 

What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glitt'ring through their romantic wiſdom's page, 
Make us, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire ? 
Fable is ft co theſe high- ſeaſon'd fires 3 
They leave th extravagance of ſong below; 

* Fleſh ſhall not feel; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 
The dagger, or the rack; to them alike 
© A bed of roſes, or the bur ning bull.” 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 
Strange doctrine, this? As doctrine it was ſtrange, 
But not as prophecy ; for ſuch it prov'd 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfil d, 
hey feign'd a firmneſs Chriſtians need not feign, 
The Chriſtian truly triumph'd in the flame: 
The Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt; 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himſelf 
To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he ſtrove to lie in vain. 
Whence, then, thoſe thoughts ? thoſe tow'ring thou ghts, 
that flew 
Such monſtrous heights bon Inſtinct, and from 
Pride. 
The glorious Inſtinct of a deathleſs ſoul, 
Confus'dly conſcious of her dignity, 
Sup ggelled truths they could not underſtand. 
In Luſt's dominion, and in Paiſion's orm, 
Truth's ſyſtem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimm'ring through the gloom; 
£0 Smit 
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Smit with the pomp of loſty ſentiments, 
Pleas'd Pride prociaim'd, what Reaſon diſbelicv'd. 


Pride, like the Delphic prieſteſs, with a ſwell, 


Rav'd, nonſenſe, deſtin'd to be ſuture ſenſe, 
When life immortal], in full day ſhould ſhine 
And death's dark ſhadows fly the gofpel-ſun. 
They ſpoke what nothing but immortal ſouls 


Could | [peak : ? and thus the truth they queſtion” d, prov'd. 


Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, 


Speak man immortal? All things ſpeak him ſo. 


Much has been urg'd ; and doſt thou call for more? 
Call; and with endief s queſtions be diſtreſs d, 
All unreſolvable, if carth is all. 
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© Why life, a moment? infinite, deſire? 
Our wiſh, eternity ; ; our home, the prave ?. 
Heaven's promiſe dormant lies in human hope; 
1 ho withes lie immortal, proves it too. 

hy happineſs purſu'd, though never found? 
Man s thirſt of happineſs declares, It is, 
(For nature never gravitates to nought) 3 z 
That thirſt unquench'd declares, It is not there. 
My Lucia, thy CLARIssa, call to thought; 
Why cordial fr iendſhip rivetted lodeep, 
As hearts to pierce at fir, at parting rend, 
If friend and fr iendſhip vaniſh in an hour? 
Is not this torment in the maſk of joy? 
Why by reflection marr'd the joys of ſenſe 2 


Why pait and future preying on our hearts, 
And putting all our preſent joys to death ? 


Why la>ours Reaſon ? Inftinct were as well; 
Inſtinét, far better; what can chuſe, can crr: 
O how infallible the thoughtleſs brute ! 
"Twere well his holincſs were half as ſure, 
Reaſon with inclination why at war? 

Why ſehſe of gwlt? why confciencs up in arms? 


1 Conſeience 
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Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 

And boſom-council to decline ihe blow. 

Reaſon with inclination nc'er had jarr'd, 

If nothing future paid forbearance here. 

Thus on—Theſe, and a thouſand pleas uncall'd, 

All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſecond ſcene 

Which, were it doubtiul, would be dcearer far 

Than all things elſe moſt certain: were it falſe, 

What truth on earth ſo precious as the lie? 

This world it gives us, let what will enſue; 

This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope! 

The future of the pretent is the ſoul : 

How this hie groans, when {ever'd from the next? 

Poor, mutilated wretch, that diſbeheves ! 

By dark diſtruſt his being cut in two, 


In both parts Peril 28; lite void of 3 joy, 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain! 


Couldſt thou perſuade me, the next life could fail 
Our ardent withes; how ſhould I pour out 
My bleeding Fare 7 in anguith new, as deep! 
Ob! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my * 
Abhorr'd ANNIRILATION | blaſts the ſoul, 
And wide-extends the bounds of human woe ! 
Could I bel 2ve LORENZ O's ſyſtem true, 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 
0 Grief from the future borrow'd peace, ere- while. 
© 'The future vaniſh'd! and the preſent pain'd! 
strange import of unprecedented ill! 
Fall, how, profound! like LucirzR's, the fall! 
© Unequal fate! his fall, without his guilt ! 
From where fond Hope built her pavilion high, 
© The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 


ee 


T0 night! to no thing! darker ſtill chan night. 


If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worſt foe, 
LokENxZO! boaſtful of the name of friend! 

O for deluſion! O for error ſtill! 
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Could vengeance ſtrike much ſtronger, than to plant 
A thinking being in a world like this, 

Not over-rich betore, now beggar'd quite; 

More curs'd than at the fall — The fun goes out! 
The thorn ſhoots up! What thorns in ev'ry thought! 
Why ſente of better? it imbitters worſe. 

Why ſenſe? why life ? if but to ſigh, then fink 

To what I was? twice nothing! and much woc! 
Woe, from heav'n's bounties! woe, from what was 


To flatter moit, high intellectual powr'ss (wont 
© Thought, Virtuc, Knowledge! bleſlings, by thy 
{ſcheme 


All poiſon'd into pains. Firſt, Knowledge, once 
My toul's ambition, now her greateit dread. 
To know thyſelf, true wildom ?—No, to ſhun 
That ſhocking ſcienee, parent of deſpair! 
Avert thy mirror, if I lee, I die. 

© Know my Creator? Climb his bleſs'd abode 
By painful ſpeculation, pierce the vel), 

Drve into his nature, read his attributes, 

And gaze on admiration—on a toe, 

Obtruding life, with-holding happine! „ 

From the full rivers that furround his throne, 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; 

Man graſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 
To curſe his dai nor envy reptiles more : 

Ye ſable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! 
Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thou ght, 


Once all my comfort; ſource, and foul of joy! 


Now leagu'd with furies; and with thee, * » againſt 
me 3 
Thee, mankind's boaſted friend, and Macken foe, 
Know 


* LORENZ0. 
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* Know his atchievements ? Study his renown ? 
© Contemplate this amazing univerſe, 
© Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 
For what? 'mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miracle of miſery ? 
* To find the being, which alone can know 8 
And praite his works, a blemiſh on his praiſe ? ? 
| * Through Nature's ample range, in thought, to ſtroll, 
1 And dart at man, the lingle mourner there, 
| 6 11 high hope: chain'd down to pangs, and 
cath ! 
* Knowing is ſuff' rings and ſhall Virtue ſhare 
© The ſigh of Kues ? Virtue ſhares the ſigh. 
By ſtraining up the ſtcep of excellent, 
© By battles fought, and from temptation won, 
What gains he? but the pang of ſeeing worth, 
Angelic worth, ſoon ſhuffled in the dark 
With every vice, and ſwept to brutal duſt ? 
Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime 3 
A crime to Reaſon, if it colts us pain 
Unpaid. What pain, amidit a thouſand more, 
To think the moit abandon'd, after days 
Of triumph o'er their betters. find in death 
As foft a piliow, nor make fouler clay 
Duty! Religion :—theſe, our duty done, 
Imply reward. Religion is miſtake. 
Duty !—There's none but. to repel the cheat. 
Ye cheats! away ! ye daughters of my pride! 
Who feign yourielyes the fav'rites of the ſkies : 
Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energies: 
That toſs and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 
To ſcale the ſkies, and build prefumptions there, 
As I were heir of an eternity 
Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more, 
Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? 
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As bounded as my being, be my with. 

All is inverted, wiſdom is a fool. 

Senſe ! take the reign ; blind Pallion ! drive us on; 
And, ignorance ! defend us on our way; : 

Ye new, but trueſt patrons of our peace ! 

Yes; give the pulſe full empire; live the brute, 
Since, as the brute wexlic. The ſum of man, 

Of godlike man! to revel, and to rot. 

But not on equal terms with other brutes: 


Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 


And ſafer too; they never poiſons chuſe. 
Inſtinct, than Reaſon, makes more wholeſome meals, 
And ſends all-marring murmur far away. 

For ſenſual life they beſt philolophize 3 

Theirs, that ſerene, the ſages fought in vain : 
"Tis man alone expoſtulates with heaven; 

His all t2 pow'r, and all the cauſe to mour n. 
Shall human eyes alone diſſolve in tcars ? 

And bleed, in anguiſh, none but human hearts ! 
The wide-ſtretch'd realm of intelleQual woe, 
Surpatling ſenſual far, is all our own. 

In life ſo fatally diſtinguiſh'd, why 

Caſt in one lot, "confounded, jump d in death ? 


Ere yet in being, was mankind j in guilt ? 


Why thunder'd this peculiar clauſe againſt us, 
All-mortal and all-wretched ! Have the ſkies 
Reaſons of ſtate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 

Nor humbly reaſon, when they ſorely ſigh ? 
All-mortal and all-wretched !—'tis too much; 
Uuparallel'd in nature; *tis too much 

On being unrequeſted at thy hands, 

OMnipoTENT ! for I ſee nought but power. 

© And why ſee that? why thought ? to toil, and eat, 
Then make our bed in darkneſs. needs no thought, 
What ſuperfluities are reas' ning ſouls ! 


Oh! give eternity! or thought deſtroy. | 
© But 


i 
Ii 
l 
j 
| 


7 
2 - : — 


1 bo | TR COMPLAINT. | Night 7 


© But without thought our curſe were half unfelt ; 
© Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart. 


© And, therefore, tis beſtow'd. I thank thee, reaſon ! 


For aiding life's too ſmall calamities, 

© And giving being to the dread of death. 

© Such are thy bounties! Was it then too much 
For me, to treſpaſs on the \cutal rights? 

* Too much for heaven to make one emmet more? 

© Too much for chaos to permit my mals 

A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrought, 

© Unſaſhion'd, untormented into man? 

© Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 

© Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought! : 

© Wretched capacity, of dying, life! 

Life, thought, worth, wiſdom, all (O foul revolt 9 
* Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

© Death, then, has chang'd its nature too: O death: 
© Come to my boſom, thou beſt gift of heaven : 

© Beſt friend of man] ſince man is man no more. 

© Why in this thorny wilderneſs ſo long, | 

© Since there's no promis'd land's ambrofial bow'r, 

© To pay me with its honey for my ſtings ? 

If needful to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heaven 

© 'To ſting us fore, why mock'd our miſery ? 

© Why this ſumptuous inſult o'er our heads? 

G Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay'd ? 

© Why ſo magnificently lodg'd Deſpair ? 

At ſtated periods, ſure-returning, roll 

* Thele glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours. and of pains z nor loſe 

© Their miſerv's full meaſure ?—Smlles with flowers, 
And fruits, promiſcuous, ever-tceming Farth, 
That man may languiſh in Juxurious ſcenes, 
© And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
Claim earth and {kies man's admiration, due 
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For ſuch delights? Bleſs'd animals! too wiſe 
© To wonder; and too happy to complain! 

Our doom decreed demands a mournful ſcene : 

© Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd ? 

< Why not the dragon's ſubterrancan den, 

For man to how] in? why not his abode 

Of the ſame diſmal colour with his fate ? 

A Thebes a Babylon, at vaſt expence 

Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and adders, 
As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, 
Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 

'.-. delire 3 

If, from her bumble chamber in the duſt, 
While proud thought ſwells, and high deſire inflames, 
© The poor worm calls us for her inmates there : 

© And round us Death's inexorable hand | 
Draws the dark curtain cloſe 3 undrawn no more. 
Undrawn no more !—Bchind the cloud of Death, 
Once I beheld a ſun; a ſun which gilt 

That ſable cloud, and turn'd it all to > gold: 

How the grave's alter'd ! fathomleſs, as bell! 

A real hell to thoſe who dream'd of heav n. 
ANNIKILATION ! how it yawns before me! 
Next moment I may drop from thought from fone, 
The privilege of angels, and of worms, 

An outeaſt from ex:itence ! and this ſpirit, 

This all- prevading, this all-conſcious ſoul, 

This particle of energy divine, 

Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar 

And viſits: gods, and emulates their pow” we, 
For ever is extingwil'd. Horror! death! 

© Death of that dzath I fearleſs once ſurvey'd! 
When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, 

And heaven's dark concave urn all human race, 

On that enormaue, unrefunding tomb, 

s * Bo y juſt this verſe! this monument Ash 
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Beneath the lumber of demoliſh'd worlds, 
Deep in the ru pbiſh of the gen'ral wreck, 
Swept, 1 ignominious, to the common mals 

Of matter never dignity'd with life, ; 
Here lie proud rationals; the ſons of heavin! 


*The lords of earth ! the property of worms 4 


Beings of veſterday, and no to-morrow ! 
Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd! 
All gone to rot in Chaos; or to make 
Their happy tranſit into bloeks, or brutes; 
Nor longer ſully their Car.aroR's name. 


LokE wzo! here pauſe, ponder, and pronounce. 


Juſt is tlus hiſtory ? If ſuch is man, 
Nankind's hiſtorian, though divine, wight weep. 


And darcs Lonkxzo ſmile — I knew thee proud; 
For once let pride befriend thee : Pri de looks pale 


Ind ſuch a ſcene, and fighs for fomet'ing more. 


Amid thy boaſts, Fans and diſplays, 
And art thou then a ſhadow ? Leſs than ſhade ? 

A nothing ? Leſs than nothing ? To have been, 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. 

Art thou ambitious? why then make the worm 
Thine equal; Runs thy taſte of Ploglure high ? 
Why patronize ſure death of ev'ry joy? 

C: harm riches? why chuſe begg'ry in the grave, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 
Life's joy ſo rich, thou canſt not wiſh for more? 
Ambition, Pleaſure, Avarice, perſuade thee 

To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 


They * lately prov'd, thy ſoul's ſupreme deſire, | 
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- What art thou made of? rather, bur unmade ? 
Great Nature's maſter-appetite dſtroy d! 
Is endlets lite, and happineſs, deſpis' d? 
Or both wiſt'd, here, where neither can be found s 
Such man's perverſe, _ N ar with heaven! 
Dar'ſt thou perhiit : ? And is there nought on carth, 
But a Jang train of Ee Taka rms 
Riſing, and brœaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of fantaſtic deity, blown up 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deftroy'd ? 
Oh! for what crime, unmercifuk LORENZO! 
Deſtroys thy feheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell [,UCiFER, compar'd to thee: 
Oh! ſpare this waſte of f beinp half divine; 
And vindicate th' oeconomy of! heaven, 
Heaven is all love; alljoy in giving joy: 
It never had created, but to bleſs; 
And ſhall it, then, ſtrike off the liſt of liſe, 
A bcing bleſs'd, or worthy fo to be? 
Heaven ſtarts at an annihulating Gop. 
Is that, all Nature ſtarts at, thy deſire: 
Art ſuch a clod to wiſh thy ſelf all clay? 
What is that dreadſul wiſh?— The dying groan 
Of Nature, murder'd by the blackeſt guilt. 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank ? 
To Nature undebauch'd no ſhock fo great; 
Nature's firſt wiſh is endleſs happinels ; 
Annihilation is an aſter-thought, | 
A monitrous wiſh, unborn till Virtue dies, 
And oh! what depth of horror Jies inclos'd ! 
For non-exiſtence no man ever with'd, 
But fir he wiſh'd the Derry ani Fog 
If fo, what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair, 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of deſperation, by what Fury's aid, R 
5 f x 
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in what infernal poſture of the foul, 
AV hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near a kin, 
Did thy foul fancy whelp ſo black a ſcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties halt-blown, 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt? 
There's nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven 
'Thro' time's rough billows into Night's abyſs. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin, 
Is there no rock, on which man's toſſing thought 
Gin reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, a 
And boldly think it ſomething to be born? 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 
Is there no central, al- ſuſtaining ; baſe, 
Allrrealizing, all-conneQing pow'r, 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, can wal 
And force deſtruction to refund her ſpoil? 
Command the grave reſtore her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vail its human harveſt yield, 
And Earth, and Ocean, pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand depoſit traſted there? 
Is there tio potentate, whoſe outſtretch'd arm, 
Waoen rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Pluck'd from foul Devaſtation's famiſh'd many, 
Bin s preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? 
His throne how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
By germin.@...ng beings cluſt ring round! 
4 garland worthy the divinity : 
A throne, by heaven's omnipotence in ſmiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the Waves) 
Amidit immenſe effuſions of his love! 
An occan of communicated blils : 
An all-prolific, all- preſerving God! 
This were a Gop indeed. - And ſuch is man, 
As here preſum' d: be riſes from his fall, 
| 5 Think ſt 
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Think'ſt thou omnipotence a naked root, 
Fach bloſſom fair of Del x deſtroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing ſleeps; each ſoul 
That ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes; is on the wing: and where, O w here, 
Will the Fyarm ſettle; When the trumpet's call 
As ſounding braſs, collects us, round heaven's throne 
Conglob'd, we baſk in everlaſting day, 
(Paternal ſplendor!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the ſoul this outlet to the ſkies, 
In this vaſt veſſel of the univerſe, 
How ſhould we gaſp, as in an empty void! 
How in the pangs of tamiſh'd Hope expire! 
How bright my proſpect ſhines! how gloomy, thine; 

A trembling world! and a devouring God: 
Earth, but the ſhambles of omnipotence! 
Heaven's face all ſtain'd with cauſcleſs maſſacres 
Of countleſs millions, born to fee] the pang 
Of being loſt. Lorenzo ! can it be? 
This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 

Where nought ſubſtantial, but our mitery? 
Waere joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 
So ſoon to periſh and revive no more? 
The greater ſuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, where dark, myſterious vanity, 
Of good and ill the diſtant colours blends, 
Confounds all reaſon, and all hope deſtroys 3 ; 
Reaſon, and hope, our ſole aſſylum here! 


A world, ſo far from great, (and yet how great 


It ſhines to thee 0 there's nothing real in it; 
Being, a ſhadow ! con ſciouſneſs, a dream ! 
A dream how dreadful ! univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind ! poor man, a ſpark 
From non- exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
Olitt'ring a moment, nor that moment ſure 
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Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt 2 


If ſuch the world, ereation was a crime 
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Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding aight, 


His ſad, ture, ſudden, and eternal tomb! 


Loxexzo ! doſt thou fee! theſe arguments? 


How bait thou dar'd the Drirr dethrone ? 
How dar'd indict him of a world like this? 


For what is crime, but cauſe of miſery ? 

Retrac:, blaſphemer 5 and unriddle this, 

Of endleſs arguments above, below, 

Without us, and within, the ſhort reſult. 

If man's immortal, there's a Gop in heaven. 5 
But wl:crefore ſuch redundaney 2 ſuch waſte 

Of argument? one ſets my ſoul at reſt; 

One obvious, and at hand, and, oh !—at heart. 

So juſt the ſkies, PLL ANGER 5 life ſo pain'd, 

Fis heart fo pure, that, or ſucceeding ſceneg 


Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. | 
« What an old tale 3 is this!“ LoRENZ O cries— i 
I grant this argument is old; but truth _ . 


No years impair; and, . not this been true, 
Thou never hadit deſpis d it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy ſoul; and fable 
A; fleeting as thy joys: be wile, nor make 1 
Heaven's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance z O be wiſe! 4 8 
Nor make a curſe of immortality. 
Say, know'ſt thou what it is? or what thou art ? 
Know'ſt thou th* importance of a ſoul immortal? 
Echold this midnight-glory 3 3 worlds on worlds! 0 
£mazing py redouble this amaze z £ 
Ten thouſand add; add twice ten thouſand more; 3 
Then weigh the whole: : one ſoul outweighs them all; | 
And calls th' aſtoniſhing magnificence | . 
Of unintelligent creation poor. | A 
For this, believe not me; no man believe; 15 
Truſt not in words, but dgeds; and deeds no leſs : — 
5 Han 
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Than thoſe of the SupRENE; nor his, a few; 
Contult them all; conſultæd, all proclaim 
Thy ſoul's importance: tremble at thyſel?; 

For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long: 
Has wek'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 
Of Nature, to this unbelieving hour. 

In this ſmall province of his vaſt domain, 
(All Nature bows, while I pronounce his name !) 
What has Gop done, and not for this {ole end, 

To reſcue ſouls from death? The ſoul's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies. | 
Thz ſoul's high price is the creation's key 
Unlocks its myſteries, and naked lays, 

The genuine cauſe of every decd divine: 

That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Th6s obvious correſpondence, and unites 
Moſt diitant periods in one bleſs'd deſign : 

That is the mighty hinge, on which ha /e turn'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The nat'ral, civil, or religious world; 

The former two, but ſervants to the third: 

To that their duty done, they both expire, 

Their maſs new-caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd: 
And angels aſłx, Where once they ſhone ſo fair?“ 

To lift us from this abjeR, to ſublime z 
This flux, to permanent; this darkyto day 
This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene; 

This mean, to mighty !—for this glorious end 

Th' ALMIGHTY, riſing, his long ſabbath broke: 

The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtor'd; 
Laws from the ſkies were publiſh'dz were repeal'd; 
On earth kings, kinzdoms, roſe; kings, kingdoms, fell; 
Fam'd ſages lighted up the Pagan world; 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance | 
Through diſtant age; ſaints travell'd; martyrs bled ; 
By wonders ſaved Nature ſtood controll'd 3 - - 
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The living were tranſlated ; dead were rais'd; 
Angels, and more than .ngels, came from heaven: 
| And, oh! for this, deſcended lower ſtill; 
| Gilt was hell's gloom ; aſtoniſh'd at his g gueſt, 
f For one ſhort moment LucirER ador'd: 
| Lorexzo! and wilt thou do leſs? For this, 
| That hallow'd page, fools ſcoff at, was inſpir'd, 
0 Of all theſe truths thrice-venerable code! 
Deiſts! perform your quarantinc; and then 
Fall proſtrate ere you touch it, leſt you die. 
Wi Nor leſs intenſely bent infernal powers 
| To mar, than thoſe of light, this end to gain. 
O what a ſcene is here —LORENxZZO! wake 
Riſe to the thought; exert, expand thy ſoul, 
To take the vaſt idea: it denies 
All elſe the name of great. Two warring worlds! . 
i Not Europe againſt Afric 5 warring worlds! | 
Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High hov'ring o'er this little brand of ſtrife! 
This ſublunary ball—But ſtrife, for what? 
In their own cauſe conflicting ? No; in thine, 
In man's. His ſingle int'reſt blows the flame; 
Hz; the ſole flake ; his fate the trumpet ſounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns: 
Tumultuous ſwarms of deities in arms! _ 
Force force oppoling, till the waves ran high, 
And tempeſt nature's univerſal ſphere, 
Such oppoſites eternal, ſtedfaſt, ſtern 5 
Such foes implacable, are good and ill; 
Yet man, vain man, would meditate peace between 
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them. In 

Think not this fiction. There was war in heaven.“ H 
From heaven's high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 1 
Th ALI chTr's outſtretch'd arm took down his bow g = 


An: ſhot his indignation at the deep; 
8 Rethnnger'd 
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Rethunder'd hell, and darted all her fires.— 
And ſcems the ſtake of little moment ſtill? 
And ſlumbers man, who ſingly caus'd the ſtorm? 
He ſleeps.— And art thou ſhock'd at myſteries? 
The greateit, thou. How dreadtul to reflect, 
What ardour, care, and counſel, mortals cauſe 
In breaſt divine ! how little in their own ! 

Where-c'er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me- 
How -happily this wondrous view ſupports 
My former argument! how ſtrongly ſtrikes 
Immortal life's fall demonſtration, here! 
Why this exertion.! why this ſtrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to man? 
Becauſe, in man, the glorious, dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd or bleſs'd for ever. 
Duration gives 17portance z ſwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 
What would he be ? a trifle of no weight; 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he's gone. 
Becauſe niMoRTAL, therefore is indulg'd 
This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. 
Hence, heaven looks down on earth with all her eyes: 
Hence, the ſoul's mighty moment in her fight : 
Hence, ev'ry ſoul has partiſans above, | 
And every thought 2. critic in the ſkie3 : 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard, 
And every guard a paſſion for its cherge: 
Hence. from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counſel Ger the fate of man, 

Nor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And PRovibExc came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphaſis and awe, | 
He ſpoke his will, anä trembling nature heard; 
He ſpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ſtorm. 
Witneſs thou Sinai! whos cloud-cover'd height, 

| | And 
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And ſhaken baſis, cwn'd the preſent Gop: 
Witneſs, ye billows! whole returning tide, 
Breaking the chain that faiten'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell: 
Witneſs, ye flames! th' Aſſyrian tyrant blew 
To ſeven-fold. rage, as impotent, as ftrong : 


And thou, earth! witneſs, whoſe expan-ling jaws 


Clos'd o'er * Preſurnption's ſacrilegious ſons. 
Has not each element, in turn, ſubſerib'd 
The ſoul's high price, and ſworn it to the wiſe? 


Has not flame, ocean, æther, earthquake, {trove 


To ſtrike this truth, through adamantine man? 
If not all- adamant, Lorexzo ! hear: 

All is deluſion; nature is wrapt up, 

In tenfold night, ſrom reaſon's keeneſt eye; 

There's no conſiſtence, meaning, plan, or end, 

In all beneath the ſun, in all above, 

(As far as men can penetrate), or heaven 

Is an immenſe, an eſtimable prize z 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is all _ 

And ſhall each Toy be {till a match for heav'n 

And full equivalent for groans bclow ? 

Who would not give a tiifle to prevent 

What he would give a thouſand worlds to eure? 
LORENZO! thou haſt ſeen (if thine, to ſee) 
All Nature and her Gop (by Nature's courſe, 
And Nature's courle controll'd, declare for me: 
The ſkies above proclaim, Immortal man! 

And,“ Man immortal!“ all below reſounds. 
The world's a ſyſtem of theology: 

Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; 

If honeſt, learn'd; and ſages o'er a plough. 

Is not, LoRRNνõ then, impos'd on thee 
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This hard alternative: or to renounce 
Thy reaſon aud thy ſenſe; or, to believe? 
What then is unbelief? *Tis an exploit; 
A tirenucus enterpriſe. To gain it, man 
Muſt burſt through ev'ry bar of common ſenſe, 
Of common ſhame, magnanimouſly wrong; 
And what rewards the ſturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentance z infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ?—For want of faith, 
Down the ſteep precipice of wrong he thdes 
There's nothing to ſupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at keaſt 
In embryo, ev'ry weakneſs, ev'ry guilt ; 
And itrong temptation. ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 
Why not his country ſold, his father ſlain ? 
"Tis virtue to purſue our. good ſupreme; 
And his ſupreme, his only good is here. 
Ambition, Av'rice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 
Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are fools, 
And think a turf or tomb-ſtone covers all: 
Theſe find employment, and provide for Senſe” 
A richer paſture, and a larger range; 
And Senſe by right divine aſcends the throne, 
When Virtue's prize and proſpect are no more: 
Virtue no more we think the will of hæav'n. 
Would heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if beJov'd ? 

© Has Virtue" charms? —I grant her heav'nly fair 5 
But it unportion'd, all wil Int'reitaved 3 | 
Though that our admiration,gthis our choice. 


The virtues grow on immortality ; 


That root deſtroy'd, they wither and expire, 

A Dxrty believ'd, will nought avail ; 

Rewards and puniſhments make Gop ador'd, 

And hopes and fears give conſcience all her pow'r. 


As in the dying parent dies tig child, 
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Viite with immortality, expires. . 

Who tells me he denies his ſoul immortal, 
Whatc'er his boaſt, has told me, on 8 a knave.. 
His duty *tis, to ove himſelf alone 

Nor care though mankind periſh, if 9 ſmiles, 


Who thinks ere long the man ſhall wholly die, 


bs dead already nought but brute, ſurvives. 
And are there ſuch ?—Such candidates there are 
For more than death; for utter Joſs of being, 
Peing, the baſis of the Drrrr 
Aik you the cauſe ?—The cauſe they will not tell; &- 


Nor need they: Oh the ſorceries of Senſe ! 


They work this transformation on the ſoul, 

Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, 

Diſmount her from her native wing, (Which ſoar d 
Ere-while æthereal heights) and throw her down, 
"To lick the duſt, and crawl in ſuch a thought. 
* „Is it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n! 
Fall'n from the wings of Reaſon, and of Hope 
Erc& in ſtature, prone in appetite : 

Patrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain! 

Lovers of argument, averſe to ſenſe! 

Boaſters of liberty, faſt bound in chains! 

Lords of the wide creation, and the ſhame ! 

More ſenſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn ? 
More baſe than thoſe you rule! than thoſe you pity, 
Far more undone ! O ye moſt infamous 

Of beings, from ſuperior. dignity ! 


| Deepeſt 3 in wo from means of boundleſs bliſs ! 


Ye curs'd by bleſſings infinite! becauſe 

Moſt highly favour'd, moſt profoundly loſt 3. 
Ye motly maſs of contradiction ſtrong! _ 
And are you, too, convinc'd, your ſouls fly off 
In ezhalation ſoft, and die in air, 

From the ul flood of evidence againſt you? 
In the coarſe drudgeries and ſinks of Senſe, 
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Your ſouls have quite worn out the make of heaven, 

By vice new caſt, and creatures of your own : 

But though you can deform, you can't: deſtroy ; 

To curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
LoRexzo : this black brotherhood renounce 

Renounce St EvremoxT, and read St Paul. 

Ere rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing'd 

His mounting miird made long abode in heavens. 

Tis is freethinking, unconfin'd to parts, 

To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 

Through all the provinces of human thought, 

From firſt to laſt, (but laſt there none thall be!) 

To dart her flight. through the whole ſphere of man; 

Of this vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 

In each receſs of ſpace, and time, at home; : 


| Familiar with their wonders z diving deep; 


And, like a prince of boundlefs int'reſts ther e 
Still meſt ambitious of the moſt remote; 
To look on truth, unbroken, and entire : 
Truth in the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths. 
By truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 
Th' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 
Conviction: here, the more we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm; who moſt examine, moſt believe. 
Parts, like half. ſentences, confound; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and Gob is underſtood; ; 
Who not in ſragments writes to human race, 
Read his whole volume, ſceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking-free, a thought that graſps- 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, ſurvey this midnight ſcene; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundleſs orbs, 
Of human -fouls, one day, the deſtin'd range? 
And what yon boundleſs orbs, to godlike man? 
Fhole num'rous worlds that throng the firmament, 


And 
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And aſk. more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 

In man's capacious thought, and ſtill leave room 

For ampler orbs; for new creations there. 

Can ſuch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe 

A point of no dimenſion, of no weight ? 

It can; it does: the world is ſuch a point, 

And, of that point, how ſmall a part enſlaves? 
How ſr Hall a part—of nothing, ſhall I ſay ? 

Why not ?—Fricnds, our chief treaſure !. how they 

drop ? 

Lucia, Nakciss4 fair, PRILAx DER, gone! 

The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd. 

A triple mouth; and, in an awful voice, 

Loud calls my ſoul, and utters all I ſing. 

How the world falls to pieces about us, 

And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! 

What ſays this tranſportation of my friends! 

It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 

And ſeorn this wretched ſpot, they leave ſo pars: 

Eternity's vaſt ocean lies before thee ; 

There, there, Lorexzo ! thy CLARrS84 ſatls. 

Give the mind ſea- room; keep it wide of dan, 

That rock of ſouls immortal eut thy cord; 

Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails; ; call every wind; 

Eye thy great pole ſtar; make the land of life. 
Two kinds of life has double natur d man. 

And two of deat! ; the laſt far more ſevere. 

Life animal is nurtur'd by the: ſun ; E 

'Fhrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. 

Lie rational ſubſiſts on higher food, 

Triumphant in his beams, who made the day. 

When we leave that ſun, and are left by this, 

(The fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt,) 

Tis utter darkneſs; ſtrictly, double Seth, | 

We ſink by no judicial ſtroke of heaven, 

But Nature's courſe 3. as ſure as plummets fall. 


Since 
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Since Cob, or man, muſt alter ere they meet, 
(For light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere,) 
Lis manifett, Lorexzo | who mutt change. 
If, then, that double death ſhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Derry ; | 
Man thall be bleſs'd, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, ail rationals, heaven arms 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendous pow'r, 
To counteract its own moſt gracious ends; | 
And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice; | 
That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more, , 
But paſſive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 
A uuature rational implies the pow'r | 
Of being bleſs'd, or wretched, as we pleaſe: | 
F Elſc idle Reafon would have nought to do; |. 
And he that would be barr'd capacity | 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blits. 
* Heav'n wills our happineſs, allows our doom; 
2 Invites us ardently, but not compels 3 | 
7 Heav'n but perſuades, almighty man decrees; | 
Nan is the maker of immortal fates, | 
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Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 4 
And fall he muſt, who learns from death alone, Mi 
The dreadful ſecret, —that he lives for ever. | 
Why this to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 6 


2 Of ſecond life? But wherefore doubtiul ſtill? | ; 
Eternal life is Nature's ardent with 5 | 
N 


What ardently we wiſh, we ſoon believe: 
hy tardy faith declares that wiſh deſtroy'd : 1 
What has deſtroy'd it?— Shall I tell thee, what? 0 
When fear'd the future, tis no longer wiſh'd; 1 
And, when unwiſh'd, we ſtrive to diſbelieve. 1 
| © Thus infidelity our guilt betrays““ |; 
Nor that the ſole detection! bluſh, LORENZO 1 
Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt? | 
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The future fear d? an infidel, and fear! ' 
Fear what? a dream ? a fable?——How the dread, Þ - 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore ſtrong, | 
Affords my cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport! : 
How diſbchef affirms, what it denies ! 
It, unawares, aſſerts immortal life. 
- Surpriſing ! ! Infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confeſſion of our ſins: 
Apoſtates, tus, arc orthodox divines. 
Lokexzo ! with Lorexzo !. claſh no more; 
Nor longer a traniparent vizor wear. 
Think'ſt thou, ReLicron-only has her maſk ? 
Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, 
Pretend the worſt, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When viſited by thou Skt, (thought will intrude). 
Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocriſy fo foul as this? 
So ſatal to the welfare of the world? 
What deteſtation, what contempt their due! 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their eſcape, 
"That Chriſtian candovr they ſtrive hard to ſcorn, 
If not for that aſylum, they might find 
A hell on earth; nor leape a worſe below. 
With N and impotence of thought, 
Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. 
But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult? 
Can thy proud Reaſon brook ſo black a brand? 
From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 
Is nature's unavoidable aſcent; 
An honeſt Deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
Matur'd to nobler,. in the Chriſtian ends. 
When that bleſt change arrives, een caſt aſide 
This ſong ſuperfluous; life immortal ſtrikes 
Sonvicuon, in a flood of light Au. 
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A Chriſtian dwells, like * URIEL, in the ſun. 
Meridian evidence puts Doubt to flight; 
And ardent Hope anticipates the ſkies. | 
Of that bright ſun, Lozexzo ! ſcale the ſphere : | 
"Tis eaſy ; it invites thee ; it deſcends | | 
From heaven to woo, and wait thee whence it came: 
Read and revere the ſacred page: a page | 
Where triumphs immortality 3 a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce 1 
Which not the confiagration ſhall deſtroy ; | | 
In Nature's ruins not one letter loit ; 
*Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In proud diſdain of what e'en gods adore, 
Noſt {mile ?—Poor wretch! thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels and men aſſent to what I ing; 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnight-dream. 
How vitious hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 
Parts puſh us cn to pride, and pride to ſhame; 1 
Pert Infidelity is Wit's cechade, | ll 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the ſkies, 
By loſs of being, dreadfully ſecure. 
Lorexzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, | 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth a final ſcene, | 
Take heed ; ſtand fat; be ſure to be a knave 
A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the right; 
Should thou be gooc—how infinite thy loſs ! i 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain, | 2 9 
Bleſs'd ſcheme ! which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope: and which vice only recommends. . 
If ſo; where, infidels ! your bait tkLrewn out 3 
To catch weak converts? where your loſty boaſt 
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178 | Taz CoMPranvt. Night . 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? 
ANNIHILATION | I confeſs, in theſe. 

What can reclaim you? dare I hope profound 
Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? | 
Yet know, its “ title flatters you, not me; 
Yours be the praiſe to make my title good; 
Mine to bleſs heav'n, and triumph in your praiſs, 
But ſince fo peſtilential your diteaſe, 
Though ſov'reign is the med'cine I preſcribe, 
As yet, Pl neither triumph, nor deſpair ; 
Put hope, e're long, my midnight-dream will wake 
Yourhearts and teach you wiſdom—to be wile : 
For why ſhould ſouls immortal, made for bleſs, _ 
E'er with (and wiſh in vain !) that ſouls could die? 
What ne'er can die, oh! grant to live; and crown 
The with, and aim, and labour of the ſkies ; 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heaven : 
Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 
Receive an Imprimatur from above, 
While angels ſhout——An infidel reclaim'd ! 
I 0 clole. LoRRNZzO! ſpite of all my pains, | 
Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live forever? 
Is it leſs ſtrange, that thou ſhouldit live at all? 
This is a miracle; and that no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art; then doubt if thou ſhalt be. 
A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 
Is man; and ſtarts his faith at what is ſtrange 2 
What leſs than wanders from the Wonderful? 
What Jeſs than miracles from Gor can flow? 
Admit a Gop—that myſtery ſupreme ! 
That cauſe uncaus'd ! all other wonders ceaſe z 
Neching is marvellous for him to do: 


Deny 


The Infidel Reclaim'd, 


* 


+ 


— N 


ee, eee 


r LE 


Vx e "Va 
Day D ö r 


7. Tre IxTIDEL REC LAND. 179 
Deny him —all is myſtery beſides; 
Millions of myſteries! each darker far. 
Than that thy wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun. 
| If weak thy faith, why chuſe the harder ſide ? 
We nothing know, but what is marvellous 
| Yet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 
80 weak our reaſon, and fo great our Gop, 
What moſt ſurpriſes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ftrange, or ſtranger mult be true. 
Faith is not Re aſon's labour, but repoſe. 
I o Faith, and Virtue, why ſo backward, man! 
From hence: The preſent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all; 
The future, faintly. Can we, then, be men! 
If men, Lontxzo the reverſe is right, 
| | Reaſon is man's peculiar z Senſe, the brute's. 
The preſent is the ſcanty realm of Senſe; 
The future, Reaſon's empire unconfin'd : 
On that expending all her godlike pow'r, 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; 
There builds her bleſſings; there expects her praiſe; 
I And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men, | 
er? And what is Reaſon ? Be ſhe thus defin'd : | [7 
Reaſon is upright ſtature in the ſoul. 
Oh! be a man ;—and ſtrive to be a god. 
For what? (chou fay'ſt:) to damp the joys of 
No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy joys. (life?“ 
That tyrant, Hope! mark, how the domineers: 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams; 
Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the ſoul! 
She bids Ambition quit its taken prize, 
Spurn the Juzuriant branch on which it ſits, 
Though bearing crowns, to fpring at diſtant game, 
Deny And plunge in toils, and dangers—for repoſe. 
If Hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd, 
Of little moment, and as little flay, 
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180 Tux COMPLAINT. Night 5, 
Can ſweeten toils and dangers into joys; 
What then that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unaſk d! Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! 
Bliſs, paſt Man's pow'r to paint; or Time's to cloſe! 
This hope is earth's moſt eſtimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man; 
Hope, of all paſſions, mol: befriends us here 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 
Joy has her tears, and Tranſport has her death; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtrong, 
Man's heart at once inſpirits and ſerenes, 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys ! 
'Tis not our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 
Health to the frame; and vigour to the mind! 
A joy attemper'd a chaſtis'd delight, 
Like the fair ſummer cv'ning, mild, and ſweet ! 
Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 
A blcſa'd hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Je all ;—our whole of happineſs : full proof, 
} chufe no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye ſoes to ſong! (well- meaning men, 
Though quite forgotten * half your Bible's praiſe !) 
Important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe ; 
Grave minds you praiſe; nor can you praiſe too much: 
If there is weight in an ETerxiTY, _ 
Let the grave liſten 3 and be graver ſtill. 
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NICHT THE EIGHTH. 


VIRTUEs APOLOGY; 


OR, THE | \ 
MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 


IN WHICH ARE CONSIDERED, 


LOVE OF THIS LIFE; THE AMBITION AND 


PLEASURE, WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM 
OF THE WORLD. 


xp D has all nature, then; eſpous'd my part? 
Have I brib'd heav'n. and earth, to plead againſt 


And is thy ſoul immortal „What remains? (thee? 


All, all, Lorexzo:— Make immortal bleſs'd. 
Unbleſs d 1mmortals !\-—what can ſhock us more? 
And vet Lorexzo fill afiets the world; 

There ſtows his treaſure : ; thence his title draws 3 
Man of the world! (for ſuch wouldſt thou be call d) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle? 
Proud of reproach? for a reproach it was, 

In ancient days; and unis TIN, —in an age, 
When men were men, and not aſlia m'd of heav'n, 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian font, 
Fain would I rebaptize thee, and conter 

A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. 


Thy 


182 TE Corr. AIN r. Night 8. 
Thy fond attachments, fatal, and inflam'd, 

Point out my path, and dictate to my ſong. 

To thee, the world how fair! how ſtrongly ſtrikes 

Ambition! and gay Pleaſure ſtronger ſtill; 

Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays 


Thy virtue dead! be theſe my triple theme; a 


Lor ſhall thy wit, or wiſdom, be forgot. 
Common the theme; not ſo the long, if ſhe 
My ſong invokes, URania, deigns to ſmile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
If the diſſolves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes; 
Scenes, where theſe ſparks of night, theſe ſtars, ſhall 


VUnnumber' d ſuns ; (for all things, as they are, (ſhine 


The bleſs'd behold); and, in one glory, pour 


Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſh'd ſight; 
A blaze,—the leaſt illuſtrious object there. 


Lox: xzo ! ſince eternal is at hand 
To ſwallow Time's ambitions, as the vaſt 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high deſcent, attainments high, 
If unattain'd our higheſt ? O Loxexzo ! 


What lofty thoughts, theſe elements above, 


What tow'ring hopes, what ſallies from the fun, 
What grand ſurveys of deſtiny divine, 
And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 


Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit burns, 


Bound for eternity! in boſoms read 

By him, who foibles in archangels ſees ! 

On human hearts he bends a jealous eye, 
And marks, and in heaven's regiſter inrolls, 
The riſe and progreſs of each option there; 
Sacred to coomſday! That the page unfolds, 
And ſpreads us to the gaze of gods and mens 
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Vinrve's APOLOGY, Oc. 183 
And what an option, O Logzxzo thine! 


This worlck! and this, unrivall'd by the ſkies! 


A world, where luſt of Pleaſure, Grandeur, Gold, 
Three dzmons that divide its realms between them, 
With ſtrokes alternate buffet to and fro | | 
Man's reſtleſs heart, their ſperts their flying ball; 
Till with the giddy circle, ſick, and tir'd, 


It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair, 


Such is the world LORENZO ſets above 

That glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd 
Too mean to bring; a promile, their ador'd 
Deſcended to communicate, and preſs, 

By counſel, miracle, life, death. on man. 
Such is the world Lozexzo's wiſdom woos, 
And on its thorny pillow ſecks repoſe 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepar'd, 


Tntoxicates, but not compoſes ; fills 


The viſionary mind with gay chimeras, 
All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt ; 


5 What unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 


How frail, men, things! how momentary both! 


” Fantaſtic chace, of ſhadows hunting ſhades ! 


The gay, the buſy, equal, though unlike z 
Equal in wiſdom, differently wile 3 
Through flow'ry meadows, and through deary waſtes 


One buſtling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but to the man of thought, 


Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him ſick of ſeeing more. 


The ſcenes of bus'neſs tell u“ What are men "a 


The ſcencs of pleaſure “ What is all beſide :” 
There, others we deſpiſe z and hear ourſelves, 


Amid diſguſt eternal, dwells delight? 


*Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtring of jop. 
What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
tuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 


It brings bad tidings. 


184 Tae Court am. 


On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave? 
The proud, run up and down in quelt of eyes 
The ſenſual, in purſuit of ſomething worle z 


The grave, of gold; the politic of power; 


And all, of other butterflies. as vain {! 

As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in; 
On the ſwift circle of returning toys, 


Whirl'd, fitaw-like, round and round, and then in gur d, 


Where gay deluſion darkens to deſpair !, 

& This is a beaten track.” - Is this a track 
Should not be beaten? Never beat enough, | 
Till enough learn'd the truths it would inſpire. 


Shall Truth be ſilent, becauſe Folly frowns ? 


Turn the world's hiſtory ; ; what find we there, 
But Fortune s ſports, or Nature's cruel claims, 

Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 

And endleſs inhumanities on man? 

Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but like the knell, 
How it hourly blows 
Man's miſadventures round the lining world! 
Man is the tale cf narrative old Time 5 - 

Sad tale! which high as paradiſe begins; 

As if, the toil of travel to delude, 

From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 

The Days, his daughters, as they ſpin out hours 
On Fortune's wheel, where accident e 5 
Ott, in a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 
Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

With, now and then, a w rete hed farce between; 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 


Time's daughters, true as thoſe of men, deceive us 


Not one but puts ſome cheat on all mankind : 
While in their father's boſom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond-hopes, and prowile much 
Of amiable 3, but hold kim not o'er-yiſe, 


Night 8. 
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Virrue's AroLOGY, Or. 1 
Who dares to truſt them ? and laugh round the year, 
At ſtill-confiding, ſtif-eonfoundea man, 

Confiding, though confounded ; hoping on, 
'Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 4 
And ever looking for the never- ſeen. | 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd Telons, lies; 

Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 


Its little joys go out by one and one, 


And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night; | 
Night darker, than what row] involves the pole. | 
O Tov, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, | 


For gracious ends, and wouldſt that man ſould mourn ! 


Al, bound for happiacſs: yet few. provide 


Wal. 


O Twov, wE5ſe hand this goodly fabric fram'd, | 
"Who know'it it be{t, and wouldſt that man ſhould know! 
What is this ſublunary world? A vapour; 

A vapour all it holds; itſelf a vapour; 


From the damp bed of. chaos, by thy beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd hour 
In ambient air; then melt and diſappear. 


Earth's days are number'd, nor remete her doom. N 
As mortal, though leſs tranſient, than her ſons; | 
Yet they dote on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, ſolid; THov, a dream, 
They dote, on what? Immortal views apart, 1 
A region of outſides! a land of ſhadows! | 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promiſes! =. 
A wilderneſs of joys! perplez'd with doubts, f 
And ſharp with thorns: a troubled ocean, ſpread _ | 
? 


— 


With hold adventures, their all on board; 

No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns; 

Fzown ſoon it muſt. Of various rates tlic fail, 

Of enſtgns.various ; all abke in this, 

All reſtleſs, anzious; toſs'd with hopes and fears, 

In calmeſt jkies 3 obnoxious all to form ! | 
And ſtormy the molt gen'ral hlaſt of life : 3 
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18 Tur Co LAIN T. Night 8. 
The chart of knowledgæ, Pointing where it lies: 
Or virtue's helm, to Maps the. couric d 


I, 


ign'd: 


All, more or leſs, capricious fate lament, 


No lifted by the tide, and now reſorb' 'd, 


And further trom their wilhes than, Before: : 
All, more or leſs, againſt each other caſh, 


| To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſlion driven, 
And tuff ring more from folly, than from fate. 


Ocean's. t. ou dreadtul and tumaltuous HOME 
Of dancers, at eternal. war with man 
D-ath's capital, where moit he dominzers, 

With all his choſen terrors frowning road; 
(Though latcly feaſted high at * Albion's colt 
\Wide-5p'ning, and J0uG-roaring ſtill for moe! 
Too faithful mirror! how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human lite : 

The ſtrong reſemblance tempts ie farther {ll : 
And, haply, Rritain way be deeper ſtruck 

By moral trath, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Which nature hols for ever at her eye. 
-Selfeflatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope 


When young, with ſanguine chear, and ſtreamers gay, 


We cut our cable, launch into the world, £ 


And fondly dream cach wind and ſtar our #r iend-z 


All in ſome darling enter priſe imbark'd. 
But where is he can ſathom its event? 
amid 2 multitude of artleſs hands 
Pruin's fure perquiſite! her lawful prize ! 


dome fteer aright 3 but the black blaſt blows hard, 
And putts Pha . of hope: with hearts of proof, 
Full againſt wind, and tide, ſome win their way; 


And whoa {tr ong effort has deſerv'd the port, 


Admiral BALCHEN, &c. 
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From mortal man and Fortune at our nod, 


VirTre's Apoll odr, Cc. 187 
And tugg d it into view, 'tis won! 'tis loſt! 
Though firong their oar, {U]] ſtronger is their fate: 
They frike ; and; while they triumph. they expire. 
In ſtreſs of weather, moſt ; ſome ſink outriſtht; 1 
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's inguli'd-; 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen-no more: N 
One Cesar lives: a thouſand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aulplcious planets born, 
(Darlings of providence ! fond Fate's elect 1) 
With ſwelling : fails make good the promiſs d pors 
With all their withes freighted ! Yet even theſe, 
Freighted with all their waſhes, ſoon compican 3 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 
They {ul are men; and when is man ſccure ? 
As fate] time, as ſtorm! the ruſh of years 
Beats down their ſtrength; their .numberleſs eſcaves' 
In rum end: and, now, their proud ſuccels = 
But plants new terrors on the victor's row: 
Whar pain to quit the world, juft made their own, - 
Their noſt ſo deeply down' d, and built to i. igit. 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſtars. 

Wo then-apart, On wo apart can bs 


The gay ! rich! great! triumphant! and auguſt! 
Vhat are they ?—'It, e moit happy (itrange to lay 1}: 
Convince me moſt of human milcry. 
What are-they ? Smiling wrerebes of to-morrow ! 
More wretched , then, than e'cr their ave can beg. 
Their treach'rous bloſlinge, at the day of necd, 
Like other faithleſs friends, unmaik, and ting: 
Ihen, what nrovok! ng indigencc in wealth: 
* hat ARgrav: ated limpotene: in pow x! 
gh title 8) hen, Kat inſult of their rain! $ 
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H that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Inmortal Hope ! deſires not the rude ſtorm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is this a ſketch of what thy foul admires? 
& But here (thou ſay'ſt) the. miſerics of life 
e Are huddled in a groups- A more diſtinct 


« Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.“ 


Look on life's ſtages: they ſpeak plainer ſtill; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou ſigh. 
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold 

The beſt that oan befall the beſt on 'carth ; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's ſide: 

Yes, on FLORELLo look; a father's heart 

Js tender, though the man's is made of ſtone: 


The truth, througk ſuch a medium ſeen, may make 


Impreſſion deep, and fondneſs prove tliy friend. 
lerells lately caſt on this rude eoaft, 

A helpleſs infant; now a heedleſs child; 

To poor Clariſſa's throes, thy care ſucceeds z 

Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate; 

Over thy ſoul's joy how. oft thy fondneſs frowns !. 

 Needful auſterities his will refrraing | 

As thorns fence in the tender. plant from harm. 

As yet, his reaſon cannot go alone 

But aſks & ſterner nurſe to lead it ons 

His little heart: is often terrify'd g 

The bluſh.of morning, in his cheek,-turns pale; 

It; pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 

His harmleſs eye-! and drowns an angel there. 

Ah! what avails his inaocence ? The taſk 

Ti:oin'd, muſt difcipline his early pow'rs: 

He !carns to ſigh, e er he is known to ſin $ 

Guiltleſs, and ſad! a wretch before the fall! 

How crucl this! More cruel to forbear. 

Our netyre ſuch, with neceſſary Rains, 
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VIRTVE's AporoGy, We. 
We purchaſe proſpects of precarious peace: 
Though not a father, this might ſteal a ſigh. 
Suppoſe him diſciplin'd aright (if not, 
Twill fink our poor account to poorer ſtill); 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world; 
The world is taken, after ten years toil, 
Like ancient Troy; and all his joys his owns. 
Alas! the world's tutor more ſevere ; 
Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve his pains ;. 
Unteaching all, his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) infpir'd. 
For who receives him into publio life? 
Men of the world, the terra-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeſt ſtranger to their ſphere, 
(Which gätter'd long, at diſtance, in his ſight) 
And in their hoſpitable arms incloſc: 
Men, who think-nought ſo ſtrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend: 
Men that act un to reaſon's golden rule, 
All weakneſs of affeQtion- quite ſubdu'd: 
Men that would bluſh at being thought ſincere, 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well; 
As if, to them, Vice ſhone her-own reward. 
Lorenzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking ſight ? 
Such, for- Florello's ſake, *twill: now appear; 
Sce, the ſteeFd files of ſeaſon' d veterans, | 
Train'd to the world, in burniſtd-falfehood bright; 
Deep - in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; 
All ſoft ſenſation,.in the throng, rub'd off; 
All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheath'd ; 
His friends eternal during intereſt; 
His ſoes implacable — when worth their u hile; 
At war with every welfare but their own; 
fs wile as Lucifer ; and half as good; 9 
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And by whom, none, but Licifzr, can gain — 
Naked. chrough theſe, (ſo common iatc ordains,) * 
Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 

Stung out of all, moſt amiable in life, 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and ſmiles unfeign'dz 
Affection, as his ſpecies, Wie diffus c 

Noble preſumptions to mankind's renown; 

Ingenuous. truſt, and confidence of love. 

Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a ſigh 3 till time, and pains, - 
From the flow miſtreſs of this ſchool, Experience, 
And her eſliſtant, pauſing, pale Diſtruſt, 

Purchaſe a dear bought clue to lead his youth, ” 


| v1ght 8. 


Through ſerpentine obliquities of life, 


And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue fhall come fo cheap: 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt... 


Full oft we feel its ſou] contagion too, 


If leſs than heavenly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a ſtrange kind of curs'd neceiſity 
Brings down the ſterling temper of his ſoul, 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp, 
Below call'd wiſdom ; ſinks him in ſafety 5 
And brands him into credit with the world; 
Where ſpecious titles dignify diſgrace, - 
And nature's injuries are arts of life; 
Where brighter reaſon prompts to bolder crimes? . 
And heavenly talents make internal hearts; 
That unſurmountable extreme. of gailt : + 

Poor MacuiaveL ! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wile, 
His plan had practis'd long before "twas writ, 
The world's all title page, there's no contents; 
The world's all face; the man who ſhews his heart, 
Is hooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. ; 
A man I knew, who liy'd upon a ſmile; 
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For who can thank the man he cannot ſee ? 
I give him joy, that's awkward at a lie; | 85 \ 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our frength. 


Thon ſay ſt, 'tis needſul; Is it therciore right? 


| When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, 
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Fad well.! it fed lim ; he Jock'a plump and fair; 
While rankett venom foam' d through every vein. 


Loatnzo { What I tell thee, take not ill! 


Living, he fawn'd an every fool alive; 


And, dying, curs'd the friend on. whom he liv'd. 
To ſuch, proficients thou art half a ſaint. 


In foreign realms, (for thou haſt travell'd far,) 


How curious to contemplate two itate- rocks, 
Studious their neſts to feather. in a trace, 
With all the necromantics: of their art, 


Playing the game of faces on each other, 


Making court ſweetmeats of their latent gall, 


In fooliſh hope to ſteal each other's truſt; 


Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv- ds 
And, ſometimes, bun (let earth rejoice) onda = 


| Their parts we doubt not; but be that their ame: 2 


Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would diſgrace a fool? 
And boſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they lerve : 2 


Why fo much cover? it defeats itſelf, \ 
Ye that know all things! know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceaPd? - | 
For why conceal'd ?— The cauſe they need not tell. | 


Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps ſtill in 4050 ; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
"Tis great, tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe; 


+ 
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Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall ſign of grace, 

To ſtrain at an excuſe : and wouldſt thou then 
Eſcape that cruel need? thou mayeſt, with eaſe; 
Think no poſt needfal that demands a knave. 
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thought.: think better, if you can. 
But 
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But this how rare! The public path of life 


Is dirty: Vet allow that dirt its due . 
It makes the noble mind more noble ſtill: | s 
The world's no neuter 3 it will wound or ſave; / 
Our virtue quench, or indi: nation fire. C 
Lou ſay, the world, well known, will. mäke a man :— Þ 
The world, well known, will give aur hearts to heav'n y 
Or make us dzmons, long before we die. | V 
To ſhew how fair the world, thy miſtreſs, ſhines, N 
Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice ; ; A 
Sure, though not equal, detriment enſues, T 
Not virtue's ſelf is deify'd.on earth: 7 
Vrtue has her relapſes, conflicts, foes; „„ 
Foes that ne'er fail to: make her feel their hate, If 

Virtue has her peculiar {et of paing; | 
True friends to virtue, laſt, and leaſt. vf f : | M 
But if they ſigh, can others hope to imile ? 7 
If wiſdom has her miſeries to maurn, TP 
How can poor Folly lead a happy life; W 
And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, | B 
"Where he moſt happy, who the leaſt laments ? I. 
Where much, much 2 the. moſt envy'd Nate, Ne 
And ſome forgiveneſs needs the beſt of friends? By 
. For friend, or happy lite, who looks not higher, Is 
05 Of neither ſhall he find: the ſhadow. here, | In 
Il, | The world's ſworn advocate, without a foe, Th 
| 'Lonrxzo Imartly, with-a ſmile, replies: « [ 
1 © Thus far thy ſong is right; and all muſt own, op 
0 1 « Virtne has her peculiar ſet of pains. Ele 
| a Andgoys peculiar who to Vice denies? Ins 
11 If viee it is with nature to comply: :- Ew 
4 If pride and ſeriſe are ſo predominant, ] 
"18 & Tocheck, not overcome them, makes a ſaint, 1 
ll 8 Can Nature, i in a plainer voice proclaim rn 
} ' © Pleaſure and glory the chief Bod of man? Th 
ll I 
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Can pride and ſenſuality rejoice 2 

From purity of tliought all pleaſure ſprings 5 
And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. 
Ambition! pleaſure! let us talk of thele : 

Of theſe the PoRCH and ACADEMY talk'd; 

Of theſe, each following age had much to ſay; 
Yet unexhauſting, ſtill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of theſe, to mankind all at once 

He talks ? for where the ſaint from either free? 
Are theſe thy refuge? No, thele ruſh upon thee 
Thy vitals ſeize, and vulture like devour : 

III try if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus? from this barren ball of earth 


If Reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free. 


And, firſt, thy Caucaſus, Ambition calls; 

Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 

Of courted woes! and courted through miſtake ? 

"Tis not ambition charms thee ; tis a cheat 

Will make thee ſtart as H at his Moor, 

Poſt graſp at greatneſs? Firit, know what it is, 

Think'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſtinction lies? 

Not in the feather, wave it e'er fo high, 

By Fortune ſtuck, to mark us from the throng. 

Is glory lodg'd: tis lodg'd in the reverſe ; 

I that which joins, in that which equals all, 

The monarch, and his ſlave; A deathieſs ſoul, 

© Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 

A father God, and brothers in the ſkies 3? 

Elder indeed, in time; but leſs remote 

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 

Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe ? 
If ſtill delirious, now, LORENZO! go; 

And with thy full blown brothers of the world, 

Throw ſcorn around thee ; caſt it on thy ſlave, 

Thy ſlaves, and equals; how ſcorn caſt on them 

Rebounds on thee « If 1 1 is mean, as man, 
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Art thou a god? If Fortune makes him ſo, 
Beware the conſequence 2 A maxim that, 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loſt; 
Externals flutt'ring, and the ſoul fergot. 
Thy greateſt glory, when diſpos'd to boaſt, 
Boaſt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhare. 
We wiſely trip the ſteed we mean to buy; 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what thou art; 
All the diſtinctions of this little lite | | 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man (creep, 
When, thro' Death's ſtreight, Earth's ſubtile lerpents 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 


They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 


All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below, 


Ot Fortune's fucus ſtrip them, yet alive: 


Strip them of body, too; nay, cloſer ſtill, 

Away with all, but moral, in their minds 

And let, what then remains, impoſe their name; 

Pronounce them weak, or worthy 3 great, or mean. 

How mean that ſnuff of glory Fortune lights, | 

And Death puts out! Doſt thou demand a teſt 

A teſt at once infallible and ſhort, 

Of real greatneſs ? That man greatly lives, 

Whate'er his fate or fame, who greatly dies: 

High-fluſt'd with hope, where herocs ſhail deſpair, 

If this a true criterion, many courts, 

Illuſtrious, might afford but few grandees. | 
Th* Almighty, from his throne, on earth ſurveys 

Nought greater, than an honeſt, humble heart; 


An humble heart, his reſidence ! pronounc'd 


lis ſecond ſeats and rival to the ſkies. 
The private path the ſeerct acts of men, 
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— | Virtues APOLOGY, Cc. 195 
If noble, ſar the nobleſt of our lives! 
How far above Lortnzo's glory ſits 
Th' illuſtrious maſter of a name unknown; c 
Whole worth unrivall'd, and unwitneſs'd, loves 
Liſe's ſacred ſhades, where gods converſe with men; 
And Peace, deyond the world's conception, ſmiles! 
As thou, (now dark), before we part, ſhalt ſec. 
But thy great ſou) this ſculking glory ſcorns. 
LokENZO's fick, but when Lorenzos ſcen; 
And, when he ſnrugs at public bus' nels, lies, 
| Deny che public eye, the public voice, 
Pp, As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 
its BW Yan would he make the world his pedeſtal ; 
Mankind the gazers; the ſole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, 
And miz as much detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithleſs Fame her whiſper has, 
As well as trumpet ? that his vanity | 
Is ſo much tickled from not hearing all? 
knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſc, 
Or from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines, 
Taking his country by five ed cars, 
| Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, 
With modeſt laughter, lining loud applauſe, 
Which makes the ſmile more mortal to his fame ? 
His fame, which (like the mighty Gear) crown'd 
With laurels, 3 in full ſenate greatly falls, 
By ſeeming friends, that honour and deſtroy. 
We riſe in glory, as we ſink in pride: 
Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 
| And yet miſlalea beyond all miſtake,- 
| The blind Lorenzo's proud—of being prouc 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. | 
An cminence, though fancy'd, turns the brain 
All vice wants hellebore; but, of all vice, 
Pride loudeſt calls, and for the lars geſt bowls | 
1 8 > Becauſo, 
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Becauſe, all other vice unlike, it flies, | 
In fact, the point in fancy moſt purſu'd. 
Who court applauſe, oblige the world in this; 
They gratify man's paſſion to refuſe. 
Superior honour, when aſſum'd, is loſt; 
Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 
Like Kovti-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady {till 
To the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries. —* Be then ambition caſt ; 
© Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 
Gay Pleaiure ! Proud Ambition is her ſlave; 
© For her, he ſoars at great, and hazards ill; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes z 
© Andpaves his way, with crowns, to reach her ſmile: 
_ © Who can reſiſt her charms ?—Or, ſhall? Lorenzo 
What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? 
_ Plcaſure's the miſtreſs of ethereal pow'rs z 
For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below. 
And well it is for man that Pleaſure charms. 
How would all ſtagnate, but for Pleaſures ray! 
How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe ! 
What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world? 
The love of Pleaſure. That through every vein, 
Throws motion, warmth ; and ſhuts out death ſrom life. 
Though various arc the tempers of mankind, | 
Picaſure's gay family holds all in chains. 
Some moſt affect the black; and ſome the fair 
Some honef: pleaſurzs court; and ſome obſcene. 
Pleaſures obſcene are various, as the throng 
Of paſſions, that can err in human hearts; 
Miſtake taeir objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds, 
Think you there's but one whoredom 2? Whoredom, all, 
But when our reaſon licenſes delight. 
Doit doubt, Lorenzo? Thou ſhalt doubt no more. 


Thy 
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life. 
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Thy 


Thy father chides thy gallantries : : yet hugs 
An ugly common harlot, in the dark 
A rank adulterer with others gold: 
And that hag, Vengeanee, in a corner, charms. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as Love, 
Where horrid E Picures debauch in blood. 
Whate'er the motive, Pleaſure is the mark : \ 
For her, the black aſſaſſin draws his ſword 3 
For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midni ght lamp, 
To which no fignal ſacrifice may fall; 
For her, the ſaint abſtains; the miſer ſtarves; : 
The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, pleaſure ſcorn'd; 
For her, Affliction's daughters grief indulge, 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 
For her, ouilt, thame, toil, danger, we : defy. 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death. 
Thus univerſal her defpotic power. 

And as her empire wide, her praiſe is 1 
Patron of Pleaſure ! doater on delight! 


J am thy rival; Pleaſure I profeſs; 


Pleaſure the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleafure is nought but Virtue's gayer name; 
J wrong her ſtill, I rate her worth tco low; 
Virtue the root, ans Pleaſure is the flower; 
And honeſt Epicurus foes were fools. 

But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wiſe offence 3 
If o'erſtrain'd wiſdom Mill retains the name. 
How knits. Auſterity her cloudy brow, 

And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praiſe 
Of Pleaſure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 
Ye modern Stoics | hear my ſoft reply ; ; 

Their ſenſes men will truſt; we can't impoſe; 
Or, if we could, is impoſition right? 

Own honey ſweet ; but, owning, add this King 
© When miz'd with. poiſon, it is deadly too. 
Truth neyer was s indebted to a lie. 
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Is nought but Virtue tobe prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before dilcafe ? 
What nature loves, is good without our leave; 
And where no future drawback cries, Beware. 


Pleaſure, though not from virtue, ſhould prevail, 


*Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven : 
Jiow cold our thanks tor bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The Love of Pleaſure is man's eldeſt born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb; 
Wiſdom, her younger ſiſter, though more grave, 
Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 
LorExzo! thou, her majeſty's renown'd, 
Though uncoift, counſel, learned in the world ! 
Who think'ſt thyſelf a Murnay, with diſdain 
May'ſt look on me. Yet, my Demoſthenes ! 
 Canſt thou plead pleaſure's cauſe as well as I? 
Know'it thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage? 
Attend my ſong, and thou ſhalt know them all; 
And know thyſelf; and know thyſelf to be 
(Strange truth) the moit abſtemious man alive. 
Tell not CaLIsTa; ſhe will laugh thee dead; 
Or ſend thee to her hermitage with L. * 
Abſurd preſumption ! thou, who never knew'ſt 


A ſerious thought! thalt thou dare dream of joy? 


No man e'er found a happy life by chance, 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a with; _ 
Or, with a ſnout of grov'ling Appetite, 
Fer ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 


An art it is, and muſt be learn d; and learn'd 


With unremitting effort, or be loſt; 
And leaves us perfect blockheads, in our bliſs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eſtates ; 


Wealth may ſcek. us; but Wiſdom muſt be ſought ; 


Sought before all ; but (how unlike all elſe 
We ſeck on carth !) *tis never ſought in vain, 


— 
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e birth, riſe, ſtrength, and grandeur 
= 
Brought forth by Wiſdom, nurs'd by Diſeipline, 
By Patience taught, by Perſeverance crown'd, 
dhe rears her head majeſtic; round her throne, 
Erected in the boſom of the jutt, 
Each Virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard, 
For what are Virtues ! (formidable name!) 
What, but the fountain, or defence of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded? need mankind commands, 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliſs ? 
Great legiſlator ! ſcarce ſo great, as kind! 
If men are rationa), and love delight, 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice: 
In the tranſgreſſion hes the penalty; 
And they the molt indulge, who moft obey. 
Of Pleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore; 
Its mighty purpoſe, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 


Divine on human, Pleafure came from heaven. 


In aid to Reaſon was the goddeſs ſent, 
To call up all its ſtrength by ſuch a charm. 
Pleaſure, firſt, ſuecours Virtue 3 in return, 


| Virtue gives Pleaſure an eternal reign. 


What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, faith, 


Supports life nat'ral, civil, and divine? 


'Tis from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; 
'Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe z 
"Tis from the pleaſure of belief, we pray; 
(All pray'r would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the prize): 
It ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our Gop; 
And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. 
Glid, then, for ever, Pleaſure's ſacred ſtream |! 
Through Eden as Eupbrates ran, it runs, 
\nd foſters every growth of happy life; ö 

5 Makes 
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Makes a new Eden where it flows; but ſuch 
As muſt be loſt, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 
* What mean I by thy fall! Thou'lt ſhortly ſee, 

While pleaſure's nature is at large diiplay'd ; 
Already ſung her origin, and ends. 

Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 

When pleaſure violates, "tis then a Vice, 

And vengeance too it haſtens into pain. | 
From due refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy; 
From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; 
Heaven's juſtice this proclanns, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I with my foe, 

Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a caſk 
Unbroach'd by juſt authority, ungaug'd 

By temperance, by reaſon unrefin'd ? 

A thouſand demons lurk within the lee. | 
Heaven, others, and ourſelves! uninjur'd theſe, 
Drink deep; the deeper, tuen, the more divine; 
Angels are angels from indulgence there; 

"Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a god. 

Doſt think thyiclf a god from other joys ? 

A victim rather! ſhortly ſure to bleed. 

The wrong muſt mourn: can heaven's appointments 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? ſtrike out (fail ? 
A ſelf-wrought happineſs unmeant by him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 

Who forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence 
Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe. 

Heaven bid the foul this mortal frame inſpire z 

Bid virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul, 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy 

And, without breathing, man as well might * 
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 

« Is Virtue, then, and Piety the ſame ?”? 
No; piety is more; tis virtue's ſource z 
Mother of every worth, as that of joys 


Na 
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Men of the world this doctrine ill digeſt : 
They {mile at piety yet boaſt aloud 

Good will to men; nor know, they ſtrive to part 

What nature joins ; and thus confute themſelves. 

With piety begins all good fn earth; 

"Tis the firſt-born of rationality. 

Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies; 

Enfeebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good; 

A feign'd affection bounds her utmoſt pow r, 
Some we can't love, but for th* Almighty's ſake; 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man; 
Some ſiniſter intent taints all he does; 

And in his kindeſt actions, he's unkind. 
On piety, humanity is built; 
And, on humanity, much happineſs 3 

And yet ſtil] more on piety itielf. 

A ſoul in commerce with her Goo, is heaven; 

Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life, 

The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 

A Deity believ'd, is joy begun; 

[A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc d 

A Deity belov'd, is joy matur Ad. 

Fach branch of piety delight inſpires: 

Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 

O'er death's dark gulf, and all its horror hides; 

Praiſe the ſweet cxhalation of our joy, 

hat joy czalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 

Pray 'r ardent opens heaven, lets downs a iream 

Of glory on the conſecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 

Who worſhips the great God, that inſtant joins 

The firſt in heaven, aud {ers is foot on hell. 

LoreExzo! when waſ: thou at church 1 75 
Thou think'ſt the ſervice long: but is it juſt? 
Though juſt, unwelcome: thou badſt rather 10 
Cnhallov d ground; the muſe, to win thine car, 
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Muſt take an air lets tolemus She complies 

Good conſcience! at the found the wor! 10 eiten 

Verſe diſaffects it, and LORENZO ſmiles: 

Yet has the her ſerag io full of charms; 

And ſuch as age ſhall heig dn, not impair, 

Art thou dajected? is thy mind o'ercaſt? 

Amid her fal ones, thou the faireſt chuſe, 0 

To chaſe thy gloom—-** Go, fix ſome weighty truths , 

& Chain down ſoine paton; do ſome gen'rous good ; 

& "Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to ſmile; : 

Correct thy friend; befriend thy greater fog; 

Or, with warm heart and confidence divine, 

& Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on him who made 
6 thee.” 


Thy gloom is ſcatter'd, ſpriglitly ſpirits flow; 


Though wither'd is thy vine. and harp unſtrung. 
Doit coll the bowl, the viol, nd the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laugh ter! wretched comforters ! 

Phyſiciaus! more than half of thy diſcaſe. 
Laughter, thouph never cenlur'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only ſcems ſevere), 

Is half immortal. Is it much indulg' d? 

By venting ſpleen, or dubpating thought, 

It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool; 

And fins, as kurting others, or ourſelves. 

Tis pride, or empti: nes: applies the firaw, 

That tickles little minds to mirth effuſe; 

Of gricf approaching 7 the portentous lign ! 
The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. 

A man triumphant 1 is a mond rous light; ; 

A man deiected is a fight as mean, 

What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch Ys abound. 2 
What for dejection, where pre clades a pow'r, 

Who calfd us into being to be bleſs'd 2 

So grieve, as conſcious grief may riſe to joy; 

39 joy,'as conſcious to grief joy may fall, 
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VI RTVE'S APOT. OG Yr 55 8. 

Moſt true, a wiſe man never v. ill be REI 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A ſhallow ſtream of happi ineſs betray : 
Too happy to be ſportive, he's ſercne. 

Yet would thou laugh? (but at thy own expence), 
This counſel 1 range ſnould I pr fume to ; 
„ Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay. 
There truths abound _ — reign aid to peace 3 
Ah! d not prize tl „ beca tuſe in ipir'c d, 


As they end Fahine: i are 55 and proud to do. 


If not inſpir'd, that Pregnal it pays had food, 
Time's ticaſure! and the wonder of the u ile! : 
Thou think 8 i, peri] 25, Wy foul alone at ſtake; 
Alas loud me: \ raitake thee for a fool: 
What man of taite for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpoſe ? 
Believe me, ſenſe, here, acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a chriſtian too. 
But thele, thou think fi, are gloomy paths to JOY — 
True joy in ſunſhine nc'er was found at firſt; 
as firit, themſelves offend, who greatly pleaſe 3 
And travel only: gives us ſound repoſe. 
Heaven ſells all plcafu e; effort is the price; 
The 1 Joys of COnNqUE eil, are the joys of man; 
And glory the vie Forio laure] ſpreads 
O'er pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 
There is 4 time, when toil mutt be preferr'd, 
Or joy, by mif-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 
A man "of pleature is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take th trouble to be bleſs'd. 
Falſe joys, incced, are born from want of_thought 5 
From thought's full bent, and energy J the true; 
And that demands a mind in equal poize, 
temcte from gloomy þ „rief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only focaks s ſmall happineſs, 
But al pincſs t lat ſhortly muſt cup ire. | 
Ge 2 p Can 
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Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection ſtand? 

And, in a tempeſt, can reflection live? 

Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unſhock d? 
Or ope the door to honeſt poverty? 

Or talk with threat'ning death, and not turn pale? 
In ſuch a world, and ſuch a nature, theſe 

Are needful fundamentals of delight : 

"Theſe fundamentals give delight indeed 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 
Delight, unſhaken, maſculine, divine; 

A conſtant, and a found, but ſerious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 

It is.— Let far my doctrine from ſevere. 

e Rejoice for ever;“ it becomes a man; 

Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the gods. 

„ Rejoice for ever, nature cries, © Rejoice ;? 
And drinks to man, in her nectareous cup, 

Mix'd up of delicates for every ſenſe; 

To the great founder of the bounteous feaſt, 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe ; 

And he that will not pledge her, is a churl, 

Ul firmly to ſupport, good fully taſte, 

Is the whole ſcience of felicity. | 

Vet ſparing pledge; her bowl is not the beſt 
Mankind can boaſt.— “ A rational repaſt ; 
Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 

„A military ditcipline of thought, | 

&« To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 

& And ever-walking ardour for the right,” 

Tis theſe firſt give, then guard, a chearivul heart. 
| Nought that is right, think little; well aware, 
What reaſon bids, Gop bids 5 by his command 
How agzrandiz'd the ſmalleſt thing we do 
Thus, nothing is infipid to the wiſe; 
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To thee, inſipid all, but what is mad 3 

Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt, 
Mad! (thou reply'ſt, with indignation fir'd) 

Of ancient lages proud to tread the ſleps, 

I follow nature.” —PFollow nature till, 

But look it be thine own. Is conſcience, then, 

No part of nature? is ſhe not ſupreme ? 

Thou regicide! O raiſe her from the dead! 

Then follow nature; and reſemhie Gop. 

When, ſpite of conſcience, pleature is purſu'd, 

Man's nature is unnaturally pleas'd: 

And what's unnatural, is painfu] too 

At intervals, and muſt diſguſt ev'n thee ! 

The fact thou know'ſt; but not, perhaps, the cauſe. 

Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid; 

Heaven mix'd her with our make, and twiſted cloſe 

Her ſacred int'reſts with the ſtrings of life. 

Who breaks her awful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, 

His better ſelf. And is it greater pain, 

Our ſoul ſhould murmur, or our duſt repine ? 

And one, in their eternal war, muſt bleed. 

If one mult ſuffer, which ſhould leaſt be ſpar'd ? 

The pains of mind ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe : 

Aſk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 


I be joys of ſenſe to mental joys are mean: 
| Senſe on the preſent only feeds; the ſoul 


On paſt and future forages for joy. 


| *Tis hers, x retroſpect, through time to range ; 


And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 


Could human courts take vengeance on the mind, 


Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall: 


Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to fate. 


Lonsszo! f wilt thou ncver be a man? 

The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to liſt 
With every Juſt, thay wars againſt his peace; 
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And 
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| 
And ſets him quite at variance with himſelf, 5 
Phy tc} f firit know: then love. A ſelf there is | f 


Of virtuc fond, that kindles at her charms. {2 
A ſelf there is, as fond of cvery vice, | 
While every virtue wounds it to the heart; 8 
Humility degrades it, juſtice robs, 
Bleſs'd bounty beggars it, fair truth b >Ctraysy , 
And godlike ma gran mit) deſtroys. 8 
This Telf, when rive to the former, ſeorn ; | | N 
5 
: 
D 


hen not iu competition, kindly tread, 

Defend it, feed 1t.— But when virtue bids: 

"Toſs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. | 
And why? *Tis love of pleaſure bids thee bleed; 
Comply, or own ſelF-love extinct or blind. 

For what is vice? Self. love in a mittake 1 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 7 
And virtue, what? *Tis:ſeli-love in her wits, i 
Ai te ſkilful in the market of delight. = 
Seifclove's good ſenſe is love of that dread pow'r, | 
From whom ſhe ſprings, and all ſhe can enjoy. = 7 
Other ſelſ- love is but diſguis'd ſelf-hate 8 
More mortal than the makes of our * Ha 5 = 
A ſel-hate, now, ſcarce felt; then, felt full- ſore, 
When being, curs'd extindtion, loud implor'd: 
And every thing preferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this lex-love LorExzo makes his choice; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of j oy. 
How is his want of happineſs betray'd, = = 
By di ſaffection to the preſent hour! | 
Imagination wanders far afield : . 
The future pleaſes: why? the preſent pains.— 
© But that's a ſecret.— Ves, which all men know; 
And know from thee, diſcover'd unawares. - = 
Thy ceaſcleſs agitation, reſtleſs rolls _ L: 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a _ : | 
What is it ?—"Tis the cradle of the ſoul, 
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From inilinct ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe 
Winch her phyſician Fealon, WH not cur 
A poor Expcuent yet thy beit; and wulle 
It minigates thy pain, it owns it to. 
Such are Lonzxzo's wretched remedies! 
Tae weak have remedies z the wife have joys. 
b wildom is ſuperior bliſs. 
And iet ſure mark diſtinguiſhes the wiſe ? 
Confitent wiſdom ever wills the fame . 

Thy fickle with is ever on the wing 
Sick Of herſelf, 1 is folly's character; 
As wiſdom's is, a model ſcl- Lapplauſe. 
A change of evils is tliy good ſupreme ; - 

Nor, but in mot1on, cant thou find thy reſt. 


Man's greateſt ſtrength is ſi n in flanding fill. 


1 rt ture ſymptom of a mind in health, 
Is reit of heart, and pleaſure felt at home, 
Falſe pleaſure from abroad her | jos imports ; 
Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, tlie truce 
The true is fiz'd, and ſolid as a rock; 
Slipp'ry the falle, and toſling as the Wave, 
This, a wild wanderer on carth, like Cux; 
That, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour'd boy, 
Home- conten aplation her fupreme delight; 
She dreads an interruption from u Ittout, 
Smit wich her own condition; and the more 
Intenſe ſhe gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks, on cart! 
There breathes not a more happy than himſelf: 
Then envy dies, and love o'ertiows on all; 

Andlove o'erflowing makes an angel here: 
Such angels all, intitled to repole 
On him who governs fate. * tempeſt frowns, 

Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean m heaven! 
To lean on him, on whom archangels lean 


W ith in" ward eyes, and Tileat as the grave, 


V, 


They ſtand collecting every beam of thought, 

Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, like angels ſeen of old 
In Ifrael's dream, come from and go to heaven: 
Hence, are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes ; 
While noiſe and diſſipation comfort thee. 

Were all men happy, revellings would ceaſe, 
That opiate for inquietude within. | 
Lorenzo! never man was truly bleſs'd, 

But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 

As folly might miſtake for want of joy; 

A caſt, unlike the triumph of the proud; 

A modeſt aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. 

O for a joy from thy Philander”s ſpring ! 

A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 

And permanent, as pure ! no turbid ſtream 

Of rapt'rous exultation ſwelling high 

Which, like land- floods, impetuous pour a while, 
Then ſink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranſient joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream ! 

Vain are all ſudden ſallies of delight; 

Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy, 

Joy's a fiz'd ſtate; a tenour, not a ſtart. 

Bliſs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs : 
That is the gem; ſell all, and purchaſe that. 
Why go a begging to contingencies 


Not gain'd with eaſc, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd ? 


At good fortuitous, draw back, and paulc ; 
Suſpect it; what thou can'ſt enſure, enjoy; 
And nough but what thou giv'ſt thielf. is ſure. 
Reaſon perpetvate> joy that reaſon gives, 

And makes it as immortal as herſelf: 

To wortals, nought immortal, but their worth, 
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Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely reign 


Aud other joys alk leave for their approach 


A 4 
Nor, 
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Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 

Thou art all anarchy; ; a mob of joys 

Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils; 

Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace! 

No boſom comfort! or unborrow'd bliſs !. 

Thy thouglits are vagabonds; all outward bound, 


 *Mid ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruiſe for pleaſure : 
| If gain'd, dear bought ; and better mils'd than gain'd. 
Much pain muſt expiate, what muchpa in procur'd, 


Fancy and ſenſe from an infected hore, 
Thy cargo bring; and peltilence, the prize: 


Then, ſuch thy thirſt, (inſatiable thirſt ! 
By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more) 


Fancy {fill cruiſes, when poor ſenſe is tir'd. 
Imagination 1s the Ay ng ſhop, 


| Where feeble happineſs, like VuLcax, lame, 

{ Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, 

And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires), 
With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 

Which murder all thy time, he alth, wealth, and fame; 
Wouldſt thou receive then, other thoughts chere are, 
On angel-wing, deſcending from above, 


Which theſe, with art divine, would counterwork, 


And form celeſtial armour for thy peace. 


In this is ſeen imagination's guilt: 


| But who can count her follies ? She betrays thee, 
Jo tlink in grandeur there is ſomething great. 
| Yor works of curious art and ancient fame, 


Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd; 


And foreign elimes muſt cater for thy taſte. | 
Hence, what diſaſter!— Though the price was paid, 
| That perfecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 


Whoſe foot, (ye gods!) tho cloven, muſt be Kiſs'd,, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeſt proteſtants 1 
And poor magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. 
D d Henre. 
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Hence, juſt reſentment, indignation, ire !—— * 
Be pacify d; if outward things are great, . 
"Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn 5 
Pompous expences, and parades auguſt, N | 
And courts ; that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 55 
True happineſs ne'er enter'd at an eye; F 
True happineſs reſides in things unſeen. # 
No ſmiles of fortune ever bleſs'd the bad, ES 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: 6 
So tell his holineſs, and be reveng Ns c 
Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's chief good ; Es 
Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name. | c 
Give pleaſure's name to nought, but what has paſo· d 0 
'Th' authentic ſeal of reaſon, (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it pailes), and defies / 
The tooth of time; when paſt, a pleaſure ll 5 z 7 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, N 
And doubly to be priz d, as it promotes . 
Our future, while it forms our preſent joy. 1 
Some joys the future overcait z and ſome 4 
Throu all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. N 
Some joys endear eternity; ſome give | LY 
Abhorr' d annihilation dreadful charms, L 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? T 
Conſult thy whole exiſtence, and be ſafe II 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 0 


Short is the leſſon, though my lecture long, IN 
Be good —and let heaven anſwer for the rcit, | 

Yet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant, | 

Fn this our day of proof, our land of hope, A 

Tue good man has his clouds that intervene : F 


louds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, 
zut never conquer. Ev'n the beſt muſt own, 


| Patience, and reſignation, are the pillars 
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Of human peace on carth. The pillars, theſe 5 
But thoſe of Seth not more remote from thee, 
Till this heroic leſſon thou haſt learn'd; | 
| To fruwn at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain. 
| Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded bliſs, 
| Heaven in reverſion, like the ſun as yet 
| Beneath the horizon, chears us in this world; 
It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of- light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
| © This (lays LORENZO) is a fair harangue: 
But can harangues blow back ſtrong nature's ſtream, 
Or ſtem the tide heaven puſhes through our veins, 
| © Which ſweeps away man's impotent reſolves, 
d And lays his labour level with the world?“ 
| Themſelves men make their comment on mankind 
And think nought is, but what they. find at home: 
Thus weaknels to chimzra turns the truth, 
| Nothing romantic has the muſe preſcrib'd. 
Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 
The mortal man; and wretched was the ſight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, _ 
be | Now ſee the man immortal: him, I mean, 
IE Who lives as ſuch 34, whoſe heart full bent on heaven, 
| Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. 
The world's dark ſhades, in contrait ſet, ſhall riſe 
His Juſtre more; though bright, without a ſoll : 
Obſerve his a ful portrait, and admire z 
Nor ſtop at wonder; imitate, and live. 
Some angel guide my pencil, whils I draw, 
| What nothing, leſs than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies, 
Like ſhips at ſea, while in, above the world. 
| Dd2 5 


In a former Night. 
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With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 4 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 

Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm; 

All the black cares and tumults of this life, 

Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 

Earth's genuine ſons the iceptred, and the flave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſces 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! 

His full reverſe in all! What higher praiſe ? 
What ſtronger demonſtration of the right ? 

The preſent all their care; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varniſh nature; his exalt. | 
Mankind's eſteem they court; and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild cbace of falſe felicities; 

His, the compos'd poſleſlion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his conſiſtent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 

While party-cctour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 

With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each putt of Fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their pakedneſs. 

He ſees with other eyes than theirs: where they 
Behold a fun, he ſpies a Deity ; | 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore, | 
Where they ſee mountains, he but atoms ſees; | 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 


They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 0 
That dims his ſight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 3 
Which longs, in infinite, to loſe all bound. ä 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) f 
He lays aſide, to find his dignity; 51 
No dignity they find in aught beſides. ö 
7 | | They | 


a 1 
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They triumph in externals, (which conceal 


Man's real glory,) proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks to great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade z 

Their int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 


Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 


Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 

A cover'd heart their character detends ; | 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe. 

With nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 

While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall. 

Their nojoys end, where his full feaſt begins; 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliſs. 

To triumph in exiſtence, his alone; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence 1s not yet begun, 

His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete 

Death, then, was welcome z yet life ſtill is ſweets. 
But nothing charms LoxEN Zo, like the firm, 


| Undaunted breaſt.— And whoſe is that high praiſe 


hey yield to pleaſure, though they danger brave, 
And ſhew no fortitude, but in the field ; 

If there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn 3 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 

A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail; 

By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 


| He ſhares in that omnipotence he truſts 5 


All-bearing, alkattempting, till ke falls; 
And when he falls, writes vici on his ſhield, 
From magnanimity, all fear above; 


From nobler recompenſe, above applauſe ; 


Which owes to man's ſhort out-look. all its charms. 
| | Backward 


— 
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Zackwardk to credit what he never felt, 
Lokerxzo crics;—* Where fhines this miracle 
From what root riſes this immortal man? 

A root that grows not in LoRRxZo's ground; 
The root diſſect, nor wonder at the flower. 


RP 


He follows Nature (not like * thee), and ſhews us, 


An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. 


His Appetite wears Reaſon's golden chain, 


And finds, in due reſtraint, its luxury. 

His Paſſion, like an eagle well reclaim'd, 

Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite, 

Patient his Hope, unanxious is his Care, 

His Caution fearleſs, and his Grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair, 

And why ?—Becauſe affection more than meet, 


His wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from heaven. 


Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, 
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 
'Fhey moſt the world enjoy, who leaſt admire. 
His underſtanding *ſcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt. 
His head is clear, becauſe his heart is cool, 
By worldly competitions uninflam d. 
The mod'rate movements of his ſoul admit 
Diſtin& ideas, and matur'd debate, 

An eye impartial, and even ſcale; 


Whence judgment” ſound, and unrepenting choices 


Thus, in a double ſenſe; the good are wile z 
Omits own dunghill, wiſer than the world. 


What, then, the world? It muſt be doubly weak; 
Strange truth ! as ſoon would they believe their creed. 


Vet thus it is; nor otherwiſe can be; 
So far from aught romantic, what I ſing. 


AY 
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Bliſs has no being, virtue has no ſtrength, 
But from ths proſpect of immortal life. 
Who think earth all or (what weighs juſt the ſame} 
Who care no farther, muſt prize what it yields 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades, 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire 
He can't a foe, though moſt malignant, hate, 

Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe. 
_ *Tis hard for them (yet who ſo loudly boaſt 
Good-will to men?) to love their deareſt friend; 
For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 
Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall ? 
All ſhines to them, that for a ſeaſon ſhines. | 
Each act. each thought, he queſtions, * What its weight, 
Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence? * 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. | 
Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 
The God-like man has nothing to conceal, 
His virtue, conſtitutionally dee 
Has Habit's firmneſs and Affection's flame; 
Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire | fd 
And Death, which others flay, makes him a god. Y | 

And now, Lorexzo ! bigot of the world! 9 
Wont to diſdain poor bigots caught by heaven! | 
Stand by thy ſcorn, and be reduc'd to noughts _ | | 
For what art thou?—Thou boaſter ! while thy glare, 9 
Thy gandy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad mitt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt ; 
And like a miſt, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, | 
Swells more, and riſes nearer to the ſkies, Wl. 
By promiſe, now, and by poſſeſſion, ſoon, 1 
(Too ſoon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 1 
From this thy juſt annihilation riſe, 
LoxxNzO! rife to ſomething, by reply. 
The world, thy client, liens, and expects; 


And 
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And longs to crown thee with immortal praiſe, 
Canſt thou be ſilent? No; for Wit is thine ; 
And Wit talks moit, when leait ſhe has to tay, 
And Reaſon interrupts not her career. | 
She'll ſay--- That miſts above the mountains riſe 3 
And, with a thouſand pleaſantries, amuſc; 
She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raite a duſt, 
And fly conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte ! 
*Tis precious, as the vehicle of Senſe ; 
But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſcaſc. 
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo: Wit abounds ; 4 
Paſſion can give it; ſometimes wine inſpires 
The lucky flaſn; and madneſs rarely fails. 
Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 
Gonfers the bays. and rivais thy renown : 


Night 8. 


For thy renown, *twere well, was this the worſt; 


Chance often hits it; and, to ptque thee more, 
See Dulneſs, blund'ring on vivacities, 
Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But wiſdom, awful wiſdom! which inſpects, 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 
How rare ! in ſenates, ſynods, fought in vain 5 
Or, if there found, tis ſacred to the few; 
While a lewd proftitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, Wit. In civil life, 

Wit makes an enterpriſer: Senſe, a man; 

Wit hates authority ; commotion loves, 

And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ftorm. 
In ſtates, tis dangerous; in religion, death: 
Shall Wit turn Chriſtian, when the dull believe ? 
Senſe is our helmet, Wit & but the plume 3 
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The plume expoles, ' tis our helmet ſaves. | 
Senſe is the di'mond, we-ghty, ſolid, ſound; 
When cut by Wit, it catts a brighter beam; 
Yet, Wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill. | 
Wit, widow'd of Good-Seriſe, is worſe-than nought ; - 
It hoiſts more fails to.run againſt a rock. 
Thus, a Half CyesTERFIELD is quite a fool; 
whom dull fools fcorn, and bleſs their want of wit, 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee. il 
Where Sirens fit, to ſing thee to thy fate ! 
A joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 
s but a ſorrow tickling, e'er it ſtings. 
Let not the cooings of the World allure thee ; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true? 
Happy! of this bad world who little know! 
And yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe. 
To know the: world, not love her, is thy point: 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulle 3 : 
A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thoughtleſs agitation's idle child, 
That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires, 
Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before; 
An animal ovation ? ſuch as holds 
No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſis 
On juices, through the well ton'd tubs, well ſtraiu'd; 
A nice machine ! ſcarce ever tun'd aright : 
and when it jars—thy Sirens fing no more, 
ny dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheoſis ) beneath, the man, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 
Art thou yet dull enough deſpair to dread, 
and ſtartle at deſtruction 2 If thou art, 
\ccept a buckler, take it to the field; 
A field of battle is this mortal life !) 
Vhen dan: er Eygelgns, lay it on th y heart; 
* 5 A ſir p! 
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A ſingle fentence proof againſt the. world, 
© Soul, body, fortune! ev'ry good pertains 
© To one of theſe + but prize not all alike z 
The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
Body to ſoul, and ſoul ſubmit to God.“ 
Wouldſt thou build Jafiing happineſs? do this; 
Th' inverted pyramid can never ſtand. | | 

Is this truth doubtful? It outſhines the ſun ; 
Nay, the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhew us this, 
The ſingle leſſon of mankind on earth — _ 
And yet—Yet, what? No news! mankind is mad; 
Such mighty numbers liſt againſt the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, atchieve?) 
"They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 
That all earth's jovs are theirs: as Athen's fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry ſail his own. | 

They grin; but wherefore? and how long the 

| laugh? TN | 
Half ignorance, their mirth x and half, a lie; 
Jo cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they ſmile. 
Hard either taſk ! The moſt abandon'd own, _ 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone : 

Then, for themſelves, the moment Reaſon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repole), | 
0 how laborious is their gaiety : | . 
They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 
Searce muſter pa.ience to ſupport the farce, 
And pump ſad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I ſay? Some cannot ſit it out; 

Oſt their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 

The clotted hair! gor'd wreaſt ! blaſpheming eye! 
Its impious fury {till alive in death | | 
Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſeene-—But heaven denies 
A cover to ſuch guilt; and ſo ſhould man. 
Look round, Logzxzo } ſee the recking blade; 


Th' 
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'Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 
The ftrangling cord, and ſuffocating iream ; - 
The Joathiume rotten: nels, and foul decays 
From raging riot, (lower ſuicides !) 
And pride in theſe, more execrable full! 
How horrid all to thought! but horrors theſe, 
That vouch the truth, and aid my fecble ſong. 
From vice, ſenſe, fancy, no man can be bleed; 
HBliſs is too great to lodge within an hour: 
When an immortal being aims at bliſs, 
Duration is eſſential to the name. 
O for a joy from Reaſon! joy from that. 
Which makes man man; and excreisd as wht, 
Will make him more: A bounteous joy! that gives, 
And promiſes; that weaves, with art divine, 
The richeſt proſpeet; into preſent peace: 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With thrones æthereal, and their greater far: 
A joy high privileg'd from chance, time, death ! 
A joy, which death ſhall double! judgment crown 
Crown'd higher, and ſtill | higher, at each 11 
Through bleſs'd eternity's long day; yet ſtill 
Not more remote from ſorrew, than from him, 
Whoſe laviſh hand, whoſe love ſtupendous, pours 
So much of deity on guilty duſt, 
There, O my Lucia! may 1 meet thee there. 
Where not thy preſence can improve my blils ! 
Aﬀects not this the ſages of the world? 
Can nought affect them, but what fools them too ? 
Eter nity, depending on an hour, 
Makes terious thought man's wiſdom, joy, and FA 
Nor need you bluſh, (though ſometimes your deligns 
May ſhun the light) at your deſigus on heav'n ; 
Sole point! where over-baſhſul is your blame. | 
Are you not wile ?—You know you are: yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous ſchemes, millaich 
| Ec 2 Or 
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Or overlook'd, or thrown aide, if ſeen; | WY 
© Our ſchemes to plan by this world, or the next, A 
© Is the ſole dift rence betw cen wiſe and fool. Pr 
All worthy men will weigh you in this ſcale; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light 2 Br 
Is their eſtcem alone not worth your care ? 4} 
Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe ; T1 
Thus, fave your fame, and make two worlds vont OWB W 
The world replics not; — but the world perſiſis; In 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, | By 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. ; Ar 
So far, at that re-hearing, from red re ſa, Ft 
They then turn witneſſes againſt themſelves, 1 
Hear that, LoRENxZO! nor be wiſe to-morr . | Ne 
Haſte, haſte! a man, by nature, is in haſte; t Sa 


For who ſhall anſwer for another hour ? 
?Tis highly prudent to make one ſure friend: 

And that thou canſt not do this ſide the ſkies. 

Le ſons of earth! (not willing to. be more :) 
Since verſe you think from prie{icraft ſomewhat free, 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Muſe plain truths 


(Truths which at church you might have heard in proſc) 


Has ventur'd into light; welkpleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain; 

And crown her ith your welfare, not your praiſe, | 
But praiſe ſhe need nat fear: I ſee my fate; 


And headlong leap, like CurTivs, down the g gulf. 


Since many an ample volume, miglity tome, 
Mutt die; and die unwept : O thou minute, 
Nevoted page! go forth among thy foes; _ 
Co, nobly proud of ma:tyrdom ior tr uch, 

And die a double death, Mankind inccns'd, 
Denies thee long to live; : nor malt thou re!?, 
When thou art dead z in Stvgian ſhades arraign'd 
By LocirfR as traitor to his 8 : 


Sad bold HI hemcr of his Ficnd N E W URLD ; | 
Thel 


VirTvz's ApoLodr, c. 221 


The WorLD, whoſe legions coſt him ſlender pay, 

And volunteers around his banner ſwarm 

Prudent, as Pxusstà, in her zeal for Gavr., | 
© Are all, then, fools ? Lorgexzo! cries—Yes, all, 

But ſuch as hold this doctrine, (new to thee) ; 

The mother of true witdom is the will; 

The nobleſt intellect, a fool without it. | 

World-wiſdom much has done, and more may do, 

In arts and ſciences, in war and peace; 

But art and ſcience, like thy wealth will leave thee, 

And make thee twice a beggar at thy death, | 

Thi: is the moſt indulgence can afford; 

© Thy wiſdom all can do, hut make thee wife,” 

Nor thiuk this cenſure is ſevere on thee; 

Satan, thy maſter, I dare call a dunce. 
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NIGHT the NINTH and LAST. 


THE CONSOLATION. 


Containing, among other things, 


I. 4 MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL | 


HEAVENS. 
II. A NIGHT ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. | 


HUMBLY INSCRIBED- 


To His Gr4ct the Duxz of NewcasTLE, 


one of his Majeſty's Principal Secreta- 
ries of State. 


— contraris Fata rependens. ViRG- 


S when a traveller, a long day paſt 

In painful ſearch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates a while his labour loſt ; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 
And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due ſeaſon calls him to repoſe: : 
Thus I, long-travelPd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy maze, 
Where diſappointment ke at hope's career ; 


Warn'd by o langour of life's er ning ray, 
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At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed, 
Where, future wand' ring baniſh'd, from my thought, 
And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of ret, 
I chaſe the moments with a ſerious ſong. 
Song ſooths our pains; and age has pains to ſooth. 
When age, care, time, and friends embrac'd at heart, 
Torn from my bleeding breait, and'death's dark ſhads, 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' æthereal fire; 
Canſt thou, O Nicar! indulge one labour more? 
One labour more indulge: Then ſleep, my ſtrain! 
Till haply wak'd by RarHAEL's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, time, and ſorrow 
| ceaſe, = 
To bear a part in everlaſting lays | 
Though far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the muſe aſſerted pleaſures pure, 
Like thoſe above z exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo! fairly weigh; 
And tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph till? 
I think thou wilt forbear a boaſt ſo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 
Thy ſmile's ſincere ; not more ſincere can be 
Lorexzo's ſmile, than my. compaſſion for him. 
The ſick in body call for aid; the ſick 
In mind are covctous of more diſeaſes _ | 
And, when at worſt, they dream themſelves quite well: 
To know ourſelves diſeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's bluſh by cuſtom is wip'd: oft, 
And conſcience, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes,: 
Has into manners nat”raliz'd our crimes 
The curſe of curſes is, our curſe to love; 
To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt, 
(As Indians glory in the deepeſt jet), * 
And throw aſide our ſenſes with our peace. 5 
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But, grant no guilt, no ſhame, no leaſt alloy; 
Grant joy and glory, quite unſully'd ſhone : 

Vet ſtill it ii deſerves LORENZ O's heart. 

No joy, no glory, glitters in thy ſight, 

But through the thin partition of an hour, 

I fee its ſables wove by deſtiny, 

And that in forrow bury'd; this, in ſhame 
While howling furies ring the doleful knell; 

And conſcience, now ſo ſoft thou ſfearce canſt hear 
Her whiſper, echoes her eternal pe. 

Where the prime actors of the laſt year's ſcene ; 
Their port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their plume ? 
How many fleep, who keep the world awake 
With luftre, and with noiſe 2 Has death proclaim'd 
| A truce, and hung bis ſated lance on high? 

*Tis brandiſh'd ſtill; nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, | 
Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needleſs monuments to wake the thought; 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 

As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 

What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene z 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

Profeſs d diverſions ! cannot theſe eſcape *? 
Far from it. Theſe preſent us with a ſhroud 3 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 
As ſome bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime; from the du 

Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement. How Jike gods 
We lit 5 and, wrapt in immortality, 
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Shed gen) rous tears on wyetcnes born to die; 
Their fate deploring. to for get our own f 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives, 
But legacies in bloſſom? Our lean ſoil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 5 
From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other worms, thall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prelent frailties, or approaching fare ? 
LORENZO! ſuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itſelf? Thy world ?—A grave? 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive? 
The ſpade, the plougiy, diſturb our anceſtays ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around Farth's hollow {uriace ſhakes, 
And 1s the ceiling of her ſleeping ſons. 
O'er Devaſtation we blind revels keep 
Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 

he moiſt of human frame the ſun exhales; 
Winds ſcatter, through the mighty void, the dry; 
Earth repoſſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, 
And the freed ſpirit mounts on wings of fire; 
1 clement partakes our ſcattei'd ſpoils; ; 
As Nature wide, our ruins ſpread 3 man's death 
Int bits all things, but tlie tought of man. 
Nor man alone: his breathing buſt expires, 
His tomb is mortal; empires die. Where now 
The Roman? Greek? They Bal, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this uſeſul light; 
Though half our e I their epitaph. 
W hen down thy vale, unlock'd by midright-thought, 
That loves to wander iu try. ſunleſs-rœalnis, 
O Death! I freteh roy view 2 what viſiens riſe ! 
What triumphs ! toils wpperial | arts divine! 
in wither'd Jaureis, ghie betore my fioht 
What lengths of jar-fam'd ages, Pi llow'd- -high 
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With human agitation, roll along 

In unſubſtantial images of air! 

The melancholy ghotis of dead renown, 
Whiſp'ring faint echces of the world's applauſe, 
With penitential aſpect, as they pals. 

All point at earth, and hiſs at human pride, 


Night 9. 


The wiſdom of the wile, and prancings of the great. 


But, O Lonexzo ! far the reſt above, 


Of phaſily nature, and enormous ſize, 
One form aſſaults my fight, and chills my blood, 
Of one departed world 


And ſhakes my frame. 
I ſee the mighty ſhadow z oozy wreath 

1. 8 * 4 y 
And diſmal ſea- weed crown her; o'er her urn 


Reclin'd, ſhe w2eps her deſolated realms, 


And bloated ſons; and, weeping, propheſies 
Another's diſſolution, ſoon, in flames: 

But, Ike Cass AN DRA, propheſies in vain; 

In vain to many; not, I truſt, to thee. 


For know'ſt thou not, or art thou loth to know, 


The great decree, the counſel of the ſkies? 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow'rs! 
Prime miniſters of vengeance: chain'd in caves 
Dina, apart the giant furies roar 3 

Wart; or ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 

In mutual conflict would they riſe, and wage 


Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. . 


Put not for this ordain'd their boundleſs rage: 
When heaven's inferior inftruments of wrath, 
War, Famine, Peſtilence, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
"Theſe are let looſe, alternate: down they ruſh, 


Swift and tentpeſtuous, from th' eternal throne, 


With irreſiſtible commiſſion arm'd, 5 
The world, in vain corrected, to deſtroy, 

And caſc creation of the ſhocking ſcene, 

Seeſt thou, LORENZO! what depends on man 


The 
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The fate of Nature; as for man, her birth. 
Earth's actors change Larth'® tranſitory ſcenes, 
And make creation groan. . ith human guilt. 
How inuſt it groany in a new deluge whelm'd, 
But noc of waters! At tlie deſtin'd hour, 
By tac loud trumpet ſummon'd to the char, 
See, all the formidable ſons of fire, 
Eruptions, Larchquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 
Their various engines; all at once dilgorge 
Their blazing, magazines; and take, by ſtorm, 
This poor terreſtrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period: when cach mountain height 

Out-burns Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mals, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruſh 3 and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughſhare o'er creation While aloft, 
Alore than aſtoniſhment! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e'er was ſeen, 
Than &'er was thought by man! far other ears? 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire 
Far other ſun !-—A ſun, O how unlike 
The babe at Bethle'm! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary Let He it is; 
That man of forrows! O how chang'd ! What pomp ! 
In grandeur terrible; alt heaven defoendet. 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
As monarchs grand, on coronation-days, 
Omnipotence affect omnipotence, 
Wears all his glories, marthals all his powers, 
Their ſtate emblazes! Diety exalts ! 
A ſwifc archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds, that darken and al grace 
The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns Alice, 
And now, all drok. remov'd, hcaven's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our æther, names! |; 
While (dreadful contraſt !) far, Low far beneath! 


Ff 2 Tell, 
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Tiell, burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, | 
And ſtorms al bureous $ her voractons” jaws 
Expanding Vile and roaring for her prey. 

Lok ENZO! welcome to this ſcene ; the laſt 
In nature's courſe; the firſt in wiſdom's thought; 
This ſtribes, if aught can ſtrike thee; this awake; 
The moſt ſupine; "his ſnatches may From death. 
Rouſe, rouſe, Lorexzo ! then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the mot momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls the foul, and ardour wings her flight. 
i find my inſpiration in my theme; | 
The grandeur of my ſabjc& is my muſe. ; 

: 


kk. nn , © bout 


i. Fa 


At midnight, when ating is wrapt in peace, 
Ard worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams, 


To give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour; | ; 
At midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this pomp will burſt 

From tenfold darkneſs ; ſudden as the ſpark *' ] 
From ſiitten fteel ; front nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, ftarting from bis couch, ſhall fleep no more! | 


The day is broke, which never more ſhall clofe ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement an! | | 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! ; 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our world on fire! | 
All Nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death ! | 
Poſt thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore 
Fer ſtrong convullions, and her final groan ? 


Where are we now? Ali me! the ground is gone 


On which we ſtood. LORENZO { while thou may y 

Provide more firm ſupport, or ſink for ever ! 

Where? How? From whence 3 ? Vain hope! it is too 
late 

Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty fly, 


When conſternation turns the 8000 man pale? 


Great day! for which all other days were made; 
For which Earth roſe from Chaos; Man from Earth x 
And an Eternity, the date of gods, 

Deſcendes 


0 


o 
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Angels, whole radiant circles, height o'er height, 
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Deſcended on poor earth- created man! 

Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair : 4 

At thought of thee, each ſublunary wiſh 

Lets go its eager Sap, and drops che world; 

And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 

At thought of thee And art thou abient then? 

LoRExzo, no; 'tis here ;—it is begun; 

Already 1s begun the grand allize, 

In thee, in all: deputed Conſcience ſcales 

The dread tribunal, and foreſtalls our doom; 

Foreſtalls, and, by foreflalling, proves it ſure. 

Why on my ſelf ſhould man void judgment pals ? 

Is idle Nature laughing at her lons ? 

Who Conlcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 

And GOD above aſſert that Gop in man. 
Thrice happy they! that enter now the court 

Heaven opens in their boſoms: but how rare! 

Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare! 

What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf? 


Who dares to meet his naked heart alone? 


Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 


Reſoly'd to filence future murmurs there ? | 


The coward flics ; and, flyi inge is undone. 

(Art thou a eo ard ? No): The coward flies; h 
Thinks, but thinks ſlightly 3; aſks, but fears is: know; | 
Aſks, What is truth?“ with Pil AEB and retires z 
Diſlolves the court, and mingles with the throng 3 3 
Afylum ſad! from reaſon, hope, and heaven! 
Thall all, but man, lock out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'd for man? | 
O day of conſummation ! mark ſupreme * 
(If men are wife) of human thought! nor leaſt, | 
Or in the ſight of angels, or their KING ! 


Order o'er order, riſing, blaze o'er blaze, 
As in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 


Intent 
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Intent on man, and anxious for his fate, 
Angels lock out for thee; ior thee, their LORD, 
To vindicate his glory; and for thee, 
Creation univerſal calls aloud, 
To dilinvolve the moral world. and give 
To Nature's renovation brighter charms, 

Shall man alone, whoſe fate, whole final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 
] think of nothing ele; I ſee! I feel it! 


All Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 


All deities, like fummer's ſwarms, on win 

All baſking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I ſee the jrpcz tnthron'd ! the flaming guard! 
'The volume open'd . open d every heart! 

A ſun beam pointing out each ſecret thought! 
No patron ! intereeſſor none! now paſt 

The ſwect, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea! to pain, no Pauls + no bound? 
Inezorable all! and all extreme. 

Nor man alone: the foe of Gop: and man, | 
From his dark den, blaſpheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder ſcarr'd ; 
Receives his ſentence, and begins his hell. 

All vengeance paſt, now, ſeems abundant grace: 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 
Ths baleful eyes! He curſes whom he dreads; 


7 


And deems it the firſt moment. of his fall. 


518 preſent to my thought !—And yet where is it: &e 


Angels can't tell me: angels cannot gueſs 


The period; from created being As lock'd 
In darkneſs. But the proceſa, and the place, 


Are leſs obſcure ; for theſe. may man inquire. 


Say, thou great cloſe of human hopes ane fears! 


Great key of hearts! great finiſher of fates! 


Grcat end! and great beginning! lay, where art thou? 
Art hou in e or in Eternity ? 


* 


Ng. 
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Nor in Eternity, nor Time, | find thce. 
Thelſc, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
{Monarchs of all claps'd, or unarriv'd !) 
As in debate, how beit their pow'r ally*d 
May {well the grandeur, or diicharge the wrath, 
Ot HIM, whom both their monarci:cs obey. 

Time, this vaſt fabric fer him built, (and doom'd 
With him to fall) now buriting o'er his head; 
His lamp, the ſun eztinguiſh'd; from bencath 
The frown of hideous darkneſs, calls his ſons 
From their long ſlumber; trom earth's heaving womb, 
To ſecond buth 5 cotemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at one call, upſtarting from one bed, 
Preſs'd in one crowd, appall'd with one amaze, 
He turns them o'cr, Eternity | to thee. 
Then (as a king depos'd diſdains to live) 
He falls oi his own ſeythe; nor falls alone; 
His greateſt foe falls with him; Time, and he 
Whoanurder'd all Time's oft:pring, Death, expire. 
TIME was ! ETERNITY now reigns alone + 

Awful Eternity! offended queen ! 
And her reſentment to mankind, how juſt ! 
With kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, 
Hew often has ſke knock'd at human hearts! 
Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 
How o!tcn call'd! and with the voice of GOD! 
Yet bore repulic, excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while fovleſt foes found welcome there! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her ſmile. 
For, lo! her twice ten thouſand gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole. 
With banners, ftreaming as the comet's blaze, 
And clarions, louder than the deep in itorms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, | 
Pour forth their myria(;, potentates, and powers, 
Of Hight of darkne's ; in @ middle field, 


Night 9. 
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Wide as Creation! populous as wide! 
A neutral region! there to mark th' event 


Of that great drama, whoſs preceding ſcenes 


Dctain'd them cloſe ſpectators, through a length 
Or ages, ripening to this great reſult; 

Ages as yet unnumber'd but by Cob; 

W now, Pronouncing ſentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue and his own renown. 
ETerniTY, the various ſentence paſs'd, 

Alli ns the ſever'd throng diſtinct abodes, 
Sulpuvreous or ambroſial. What enſues! 

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven. 
The goddeſs, with determined aſpect, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous ſize 

Through Deſtiny's inextricable wards, 

Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on both their ſates ; 


Then, from the cryital battlements of heaven, 


Down, down, ſhe hurls it through the dark profound, 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathom 3 there to ruſt, 
And neer unlock her reſolution more. 
Fhe dcep rcfoiunds, and hell, through all her glooms, 
6 in groans, , the melancholy roars 
O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies ! 
O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 
The whole here): how the concave rings! 
Nor ſtrange when deities their voice exalt; 
And joucer far, tun when Creation roſe. 
'To ſee Creation's godiike aim, and end, 
So well accs mplich d! Jo divinely nd 
To fee the mighiy Dramatilt's > laſt act 
{ fe moet). in givry ling o'er the reſt. 


No fancy d cb, a 00 indeed deſcends, 

To Thive 5 ah knots; to ike the moral home; 

To 1.151 fall day on darkeſt ſcenes of Time 

commenu Cxalt, and crown the hos. 
licence, 
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Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, 
The charm'd ſpectators thunder their applauſo 3 


And tlie vaſt void beyond, applauſe reſounds. 
WHAT TUEN AM 1? 


Amidſt applauding worlds, 

And worlds celeſtial, is there found on earth, 
A peeviſh, diſſonant, rebellious ſtring, 

Which jars in the prand chorus, and complains ? 

Cenſure on thee, Lonexzo ! I ſuſpend, 
And turn it on myſelf; how greatly due : 
All, all is right, by Gop ordain'd or done; 
And who but Cop, reſum'd the friends be gave | ? 
And have I been complaining, then, ſo long? 
Complaining of his favours; Pain, and Death? 
Who without Pam's adviee, would e'er be good? 
Who without Death, but would be gocd in vain? 
Pain is to ſave from pain; all puniſhment, 

To make for peace; and death to ſave from Ceath ; 
And ſecond death. to guard immortal life; 

To rouſe the careleſs, the preſumptuous awe, 

And turn the tide of fouls another way; 

By the ſame tender.:.5 divine ordain'd, 
That planted Eden, and high-blovm'd for man, 


A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the ſkies. 


Heaven gives us friends to hleſs the preſent ſcene; ; 
Reſumes them, to prepare us for the next, 
All evils natural are moral gcods 
All diſcipline, indulgence, o the whole. 
None are unhappy; all have cauſz to ſmile, 
But ſuch as to them ſelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains z 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the ſource 


EOF endleſs ſig 155 WE in, ory miſtake, 


and Nature tax, when falſe Gag ſtings. 
Let 1 impi ious Grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd 3 
But chief! ly then, when Gricf puts in her 8 | 
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Joy from the j Joyous, frequently betrays, 

Ott lives in vanity, and dies in woc. 

Joy amidit ills, corroborates, ezalts 

Tis joy, and conqueſt; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortftude in is delights 

Heaven, earth, ourſclves z 'tis duty, glory, Peace. 
Affliction i is the good man's ſhining ſcene ; 
Proſperity conceals his brighteſt ray; 

As night to ſtars, woe Juttre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorm, 

And virtue in calamities admire. 


The crown of manhood. is a winter-joy 


An evergreen, that ſtands the northern blaſt, 
And bloſſoms in the rigour of our fate. 

*Tis a prime part of happineſs, to know 
How much unhappineſs mutt prove our lot 
A part which few polleſs ! I'll pay life's 3s 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it miſery to be a man; 

Who thinks it is, {hall never be a god. 
Some ills we wiſh for, when we wiſh to hve. 


What ſpoke proud paſſion ? “ * iſh my being loſt !” 


Preſumptuous ! plalphemous! ! ablurd ! and falle ! 


Ihe triuwph of my ſoul is,—that I am; | 
And theretore that I may be—What ? Lonzxzo! a 
J ook inward, and look deep; ; and deeper ſtill; 


Unfathomably deep our treaſure FIG 
In golden veins, through all eternity! 


Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding {ill 


New ages, where this phantom of an hour, | 
Which courts, each night, dull 1lumber for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exzult, and pr alſe, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 


And 


* Ncſerr ing to the pri Nicht. 
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And (if deſerv'd) by heaven's redundant love, 
Made half adorable itſelſ, adore 

And find, in adoration, endleſs joy! 

Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 

Frail as the flow'r, and ticeting as the gale, 
May'ſt boaſt a whole eternity, enrich d, 

With all a kind Omnipotence can Pour. 

Since Aba fell, no mortal, uninſpir'd, 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 

How kind is GOD, how great (if good) is Max. 
No man too lar rely from Heaven's love can hope, 


If what is hop' d he labours to ſecure. 


Is 2— There are none: All-Gracious! none front 
thee ; 
From man full many! Num'rous, is the race 
Of Vlackeſt ills, and thofe immortal too, 
Begot by Madneſs on fair Liberty 
Heaven's daughter, hell-debauch'd : [ Her hand alone 
Unlocks geſtruction to the ſons of men, 


Faſt barr'd by thine 3 high-walPd with adamant, 


Guarded with terrors reaching to this world, 
And cover'd with the thunders of thy law; 
Whole threats are mercies; whoſe injunctions, guides. 


Aſliſting, not reſtraining, Reaſon' s choice; 


Whoſe ſanctions, | Sars ian reſults 
From Nature's courſe, indulgently reveaPd 
If unreveal'd, more dang'rous, not leis ſure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his ſons, 
„Do this; Fly that,” —nor always tells the cauſe 3 
Pleas'd to rew ard, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful to their own repoſe. 

Great Gop of Wonders! (if, thy love ſurvey'd, 
Aught elſe the name of wonderfal retains), 
What rocks are theſe, on which to build our truſt ? 
Thy WAYS admit no blemiſh; none I End; 


Or r b als Nene That none Is to be End,” 
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Not one, to ſoſten Cenſure's hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peeviſh Grisf's Complaint, 


N f ght Go 


Who, like a dæmon, murm'ring from the duſt, 
Dares into judgment call her Judge.—SvpreMe | 


For all I bleſs thee 5 moſt for the ſevere ; 


Her death—my own at hand—the fiery gulf, 


That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 


It thunders ;—but it thunders to preſerve ; 


It ſtrengthens what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans 
Join heaven's ſweet ballelujahs in thy praiſe, 


Great ſource of good alone! how kind in all! 


In vengeance, kind! Pain, Death, Gehenna, SAVE. 
Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Mind! 

Not that alone which ſolaces, and ſhines, 

The rough and gloomy, challenges our praiſe. 


The winter is as needful as the ſpring ; 
The thunder, as the ſun; a ſtagnate maſs 


Of vapours breeds a peſtilential air; 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To Nature's health, than purifying ſtorms s 
The dread Volcano minnters to good, 
Its ſmother'd flames might undermine the world, 
Loud Etnas fulninate in love to man; 
Comets good omens are, when duly ſcann'd; 
And, in their uſe, eclipſes learn to ſhine. 
Man is reſponſible for ills ree21v'd; 


Thoſe we call wretched are a choſen band, 


Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my laſt of bleſſings infinite, 8 
Stand this the foremoſt, That my heart has bled.” 
"Tis heaven's laſt effort of good- will to man; 

When Pain can't bleſs, heaven quits us in deſpair. 


Who 
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Who ſails to prieve, when juſt occaſion calle, 
Or prieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſv'd ; 
Inhuman or eff=minate; his heart; 
Reaſon abſolves the grief which Reaſon ends, 
May heaven ne'er truſt my friend with happineſs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
Hy previous pain; and made it ſafe to ſmile ! 
Such ſmiles are mine, and ſuch may they remain g 
Nor hazard their extinction, from exceſs. 
My change of heart a change of ſtyle demands; 
The Conso0LaT10N eancels the Cob. AINT, 
And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. 
As when o'er-Jabour'd, and inclin'd to br cathe, 
A panting traveller, ſome riting ground, 
Some ſmall aſcent, has gain'd, he turns him roun 1, 
And mceatures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers he has pals'd z 
And, ſatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Ende ear'd by diſtance 3 nor aſſects more toil: 
Thus I, though ſmall, indeed, is that aſcent 
The muſe has gain'd, review the paths ſhe trod; 
Various, extenſive, beaten but by few; 
And conſcious of ber prudence i in revale, 
Tavis ; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
Though {thll remote 5 ſo fr witful 1 is my theme; 
Through many a field of moral, and divine, 
The muſe has firay'd 3 and much of ſorrow ſeen, 
In human ways; and, much of falſe and vain; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can mils, 
O'er friends deceas'd full heartily ſhe wept z 
Of love divine the wonders the diſplay'd; 
Prov'd man immortal; ſhew'd the 3 of joy; 
The grand tribunal rais'd; aſſign'd the bounds 
Of human grief; in few, 10 cloſe the whole, 
The moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a ſketch, 
Though not in form, nor with RAPHAEL firokes 
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Of moſt our weakneſs needs believe, or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or proſpect of the ſkies. 
What then remains ? — Much! : much! a mighty 
debt | 
To be diſcharg'd, Theſe thoughts, O Nich! arc 
thine; 
From thee they came, like lovers“ ſecret ſighs, 
While others flept. So, Craruta, (poets feign) 
In ſhadows veil'd, ſoft-ſliding from her ſphere, 
Her ſhepherd chear d ; of her enamour' d leis, 
Than 1 of thee.— And art thou ſtill unſung, 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whoſe aid, I ing? 
Immortal ſilence \— Where ſhall 1 begin? * 
Where end? or how ſteal muſic from the ſpheres, 
To ſooth their goddeſs ? 
O majeſtic Niehæ! 
Nature's great anceſtor ! day's elder-born ? 
And fated to ſurvive the tranſient ſun! 
By mortals, and immortals, ſeen with awe ! 
A ſtarry crown thy raven brow adorns ; 
An azure zone, thy waiſt; clouds, in heaven's loom 
Wrought through varieties of ſhape and fhade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
'Thy flowing mantle form, and heaven throughout, 
Voluminouſly pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's moſt auguſt, 
Infpiring aſpect !) claim a grateful verſe ; 
And, like a ſable curtain ſtarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene. 
And what, O man! ſo worthy to be ſung ! 
What more preperes us for the ſongs of heaven! 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be ſung, ſo needful? what ſo well 
Celeſtial joys prepares us to ſuſtain? 
Ihc foul of man, HIS face deſign” d to ſee, 


Wh 
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Of this obſeure terreſtrial, anchor weigh. 
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Who gave theſe wonders to be ſcen by man, 

Has here a previous ſcene of objects great, 

On which to dwell; to firetch to that expanſe 

Of thought ; to Sho to that exalted height 

Of admiration; to contract that awe, 

And give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 
Which beſt may qualify for final joy. 

The more our ſpirits are enlarg'd on earth, 

The deeper draught ſhall they receive of heaven. 

Heav'n's KING ! whoſe tace unveil d conſummates 
blits ; 

Redundant bliſs ! which fills that mighty void 

The whole creation leaves in human hearts! 

Thou, who didſt touch the lip of Jessx's ſon, 

Wrapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 

And let his harp in concert with the ſpheres : 
While of thy works material the ſupreme 

J dare attempt, aſſiſt my daring ſong 3 

1oole me from earth's incloſure, from | the ſun” 8 

Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 

Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd; 

Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaflolding, 

Creation's golden ſteps, to climb to THEE, 

Teach me with Art g great + Nature to controul, 
And ſpread a luſtre o'er the thades of Night. 

Yeel I thy kind aflent ? And ſhall the ſun 

Be ſeen at midnight, riſing in my ſong ? 

LORENZO! come, and warn theg : thou, whoſe 
heart, 
Whoſe little heart, is moor'd with in a nook 


i 
10 
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Another ocean calls, a nabler port; 

am thy pilot, I thy proſperous galc. 

Gainful th, voyage through yon azure main 
Main, without tempeſt, pirate, rock, or thore 3 
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And whenee thou may'ft import eternal wealth ; 


And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold. 


Thy travels doſt thou boaſt o'er foreign realms ? 


Thou ftranger to the world! thy tour begin; 


Thy tour through Nature's univerſal orb. 

Nature delineates her whole chart at large, - 

On ſoaring ſouls, that ſail among the ſpheres z 
And man, how purblind, if unknown the whole ? 
Who circles ſpacious earth, then travels here, 


Shall own, he never was from home before! 


Come, my * ProMETHEvs, from thy pointed rock 

Of falſe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount; 

We'll, innocently, fteal celeſtial fire, 

And kindle our devotion at the ſtars | 

A theft that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee free. 
Above our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars, 

Rain's fauntain-head, the magazine of hall; 

Above che northern nefts of feather'd ſrows, 

The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 

That forms the crooked lightning; bove the caves 

Where infant tempeits wait their growing wings, 

And tune their tender voices to that roar, _ 


Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a guilty world; 
Above miſconſtru 


5 


omens of the ſky, 
Far- travell'd comets” calculated blaze, 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than man. 


Thy foul, till now, contracted, wither'd, ſhrunk, 


Blighted by blaſts of earth's unwholſome air, 
Will bloſſom here; ſpread all her faculties 

To theſe bright ardours; ev'ry power untold, 
And riſe into ſublimities of thouglit. | 
Stars teach, as well as ſhine. At Nature's birth, 
Thus their commillion ran“ Be kind to man,” 
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Where art thou, Ages benighted traveller! 
The ſtars will light tice 5 thouph the moon 1 ould fail, 
Where art thou, more benighted! nore aſtray! 
In ways immortal ? the ſtars gall thee back; 
And, if obey'd their countel, ſet thee cok, 
Where art thou, Virtuc-militant ! the lars 
Are thine allies, all liſted on thy ſide.; | 
By thouſanGs, and ten thouſands, they advance 
Their bright battalions, in ſair Virtue's cauſe ; 
And keep ſtrict watch, and vightly light their fires, 
Fires of alarm, to warn thee of the foe ; 
The foe.that claims theſe regions as his own 3 
Uſurper bold! higl-{tyI'd, The prince of air! 
Peneath Night 5 awful banner, let us draw 
Siderial Wifdom's formidable ſword, | 
And ſend him headlong to far other flames. 
MicaztL's alone, the {word his miglity arm 
Pluck'd from the golden column in the mount, 
The mount velefiial, where the ſons of Gop 
Hang up heaven's Vengeance far above the ſtars, 
Above the Sagittary's humble bow; 
Could give the ſwarthy dæmon deeper wound. 
And was there need of æmpler Feld than this. 
When gilant-angels giant-angels met, 
In fiery coniuct and outrageous 3 
To controvert the ſceptre of the ſKies? 

This profyect vait, what is it? W eight d arigiu 
"Tis Nature's ſoſtem of divinity 
And ev'ry ſtudent of the Night injir: ires. 
'Tis elder ſcripture, writ by GOD's own bau; 
Seripture authentic : m rupt by man, 
LLogexzo ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of th ought nocturnal ) I'll point eat to thee 
Its various leſſons; ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An vnadept in myſteries of NICH; 
Lülthe, Per: aps, expected | in her heel, 
L h | N70 
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Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar. 
Bulls, lions, ſcorpions, monſters, here we fe gn; 
Ourſelves more monſtrous, not to ſee what here 
Exiſts indeed ;—a lecture to mankind. 
What read we here ?—Th' exiſtence of a GOD * 105 
Ves ; and of other beings. man- above; 
Natives of æther! ſons of higher dlimes! 

Immortal light! that govern theſe of fire! 

And, what may move LORENZ O's wonder more, 

ErERNIT T is written in the Kies. | 
And whofe eternity? . LokExZZO! thine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor Farra alone, 

V1RTUE grows here; here ſprings the fov'reign cure 

Of almoſt ev'ry-vice 3 but chiefly" thine ; - 

Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire. 

Doſt afſk,—Why call I thee at this late hour, 
„Which all-wiſe Nature deſtin'd to repoſc?“ 
Yes, and to fit us for repoſe more ſweet 
Than down can yield, or man on eafth enjoy: 
Own all-wife Nature wiſer ſtill in this. 

__ Lorexzo! thou canſt wake at midniglit toe, 

Though not en morals bent: Ambition, Pleaſure ! 
Thoſe tyrants I for thee fo * lately ſought, 

Afford their harraſs'd ſlaves but ſlender reſt. 
Thou, to whom midnight 1 is immortal noon, 

And the ſun's noontide blaze, prime dawn of day; 
Not by thy climate, but. capricious crime, 
"Commencing one of our antipodes! 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 

T wirt ſtage and ſtage, of riot, and cabal; 
And lift thine eye (if bold z eye to lift, 

If bold to meet the face of 1 yur 'd heav'n) 
To yonger ſtars: for other end is they ſhine, 
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Than to liglit revellers from ſhame to ſhame, 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 
Why from yon arch, that infinite of ſpace, 


With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Which ſet the i:ving firmament on fire, 
At the firſt glance, in ſuch an overwhelm 
Of wonder:ul, on man's aſtoniſh'd fight, 
| Ruſhes OMwipoTexCE ?— Ts curb our pride; 
Our reaion rouſe, and lead it to that pow'r, 
* Whole love lets down theſe ſilver chains of liglit, 
To draw up man's b 805 to himſelf, 
And Lind our chaſte affections to his throne, 
| Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on earth; 
And welcom'd on heaven's coaſt with moſt applauſe, 
In humble, pure, and heavenly-mindcd heart, 
| Are here inſpir'd: And canſt thou gaze too long 


Nor ſtands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproot, 


| Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. - 
{ The planets of each ſvoſtem rep! reſent 


Kind neighbours 3 mutual amity prevalls 3 ; 
Swect i nterchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd 5 


 Enlight'ning, ang-enlighten'd ! all, at once, 
| Attracting, and attracted ! patriot-like, 
None fins againſt the welfare of the whole; 


But their reciprocal, unſelfiſh aid, 
Afords an emblem of mHennial lor 
Nothing in nature, much leſs conſcious being, 


Was c'er created ſolely for itſelſ: 


Thus man his ſov'reign duty learns in this 


| Material picture of bencvolence. 


And know, of all our ſupercilious race, 
Thou moit inflammable ! thou wa; of men! 


| Man's angry heart, inſpected, would be found, 
| As rightly ſet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres ; 


Tis Nature's ſtruèture, broke by ub rm will, 
Erecds all that unceleſtial diſcord there. 
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Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave? 
Zanſt thou deſcend from converſe with the ſkies, 
Ind ſeize thy brother's throat? For what. —a clod, 
An mg of earth? The planets cry, “ Forbear.” 
They chaſe our double darkneſs z3 Nature's gloom, 
And (kinder £331 :) our intellectual night. 

And ſee, Day' ; ainiable Adler ſends 
Her invitation, in the ſofteſt rays 
of mitigated luftre, courts thy ſight, 
Which ſuffers from her tyrant. brother s blaze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the Kies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
With gain, and joy, ſhe bribes thee to be Wiles 
Night opes the nobleſt ſcenes, and ſhades in awe. 
Which gives thoſe venerable ſcenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
While light peeps through the darkneſs, like a ſpy ; 
And darkneſs ſhews its grandeur by the light 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can Talpire delight. 

What ſpeak L more, than I, this moment, ſeel ? 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the foul i is ſtruck, 
(Stupor orcain'd to make her truly wiſc 9 
Then into tranſport ſtarting from her trance, 


With love and admiration, how ſhe. glows !. 


This gorgeous apparatus! this diſplay ; 

This oftentation of creative pow'r ! 

This theatre !—What eye can take it in? 

By what divine inchantment was it rais'd, 

For minds of the firſt magnicude to launch 

In endleſs ſneculat»n, and adore? 

One ſun by day, by night ten thouſand ſhine ; 
And light us deep into the DEITY, 

Low boundieſs in magnificence and might! 
„bat a confuence of æthercul Arcs, 
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From urns unnumber'd, gown the ſtcep of heav'n, 
Streams to a point, and centers in my ſight! 

Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart. 

My heart, at once, it humbles, and czalts ; 

Lays it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies. 


Who ſees it unexalted, or unaw'd ? 


Who ſees it, and can flop at what is ſeen ? 

Material offspring of OMNIPOoTEXCE ! 

Inanimate, all-animating birth! 

Work worchy him who made it! worthy praiſe ! 

All praiſe ! praiſe more than human! nor deny'd ! 

Thy praiſe divine gut tho' man, drown'd in ſleep, 

Withholds his homage, not alone I wake ; | 

Bright legions ſwarm unſcen, am! ſing, unheatd 

By mortal ear, the glorious architect, 

In this his univerſal temple, hung 

With luſtres, with innumerable lights, 

That fhed religion on the ſoul z at once, 

The temple, andthe preacher ! O how loud 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of Night ! 
Devotion! daughter of Aſtronomy! 

An undevout aſtronomer is mad. 

True; all things ſpeak a GOD-; but, in the ſmall, 

Men trace out him; in great, he ſeizes man; 

Scizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 

With new inquiries, mid affociates new. 

Tell me. ye ſtars! ye planets: tell me, all 

Ye ſtarr'd and planeted inhabitants! what is it? 

What are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, proud arch! 

(Within whoſe azure palaces they dwell). 

Built with divine ambition! in diſdain 

Of limit! built in the taſte of heaven! 

Vaſt concave ! ample dome ! watt thou deſign'd 

A meet apartment for the DEITY ?— 

Not ſo: that thought alone thy fate impairs, 

Thy lofty ſinks, and Dullows thy profound, 
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And ftraitens thy difluſive : dwaris the whole, 
And makes an univerſèe an orrery. 
Put when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 
Thy right regein d, thy grandeur is reſtor'd 
0 Nature wide flies off tf. expanding 1 round. 
As when whole magazincs, at once, are fir'd, 


The ſmitten air is hollow'd by the blow; 


The vaſt diſploſion Qifipates the clouds; 
Shock'd æther's billows death to diſtant ſkies; 


Ibus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off, 


And leaves a mighty void, a ſpacious womb, 
Might teem with new ercation.: ; reinfiamd 

Thy lIuminaries ti jumph, and aſſume 

Divinity themſelves, Nor was it ſtrange, 

Matter high-wrought to ſuch ſurprifing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ſtole the flyle of gods, 

From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſicep'd in ſenſe: 
For, ſure, to fenſe; they truly are divine, 

And half-abſolv'd idolatry from guilt 3 

Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 

Tn thoſe who put-forth all they had of man 

Unloſt, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 
But, weak of wings on plancts perch'd and thought” 
What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. 

But they how weak, who could no higher mount! 
J. J are there, then, Lonexzo! thoſe to w LoMm 
Unſcen and uncxiſtent are the ſame 2: 

And if incomprehenſible is join'd, 

Who dare pronounce it madneſs to believe ? 
Why has the mighty BUILDER thrown aſide 
All meaſure in las work; ſtreteird out his line 


So far, and ſpread amazement o er the whole? 


Then (as he took delight in wide extremes), 
Decp in the boſom of tis univerſe, 
Dropt down that reaſoning mite, that inſet, man,, 


That | 


4 1 


„ 


Tar Consol. ATios. 247 
That man might ne'er preſume to plead amazewent 
For diſþ Ji-f of won lers in himſelti, | 

Shall Gob be leſs miraculous, than what 

- His hand has form'd ? ſhall myſteries deſcend 

From unmyſterious? things more elevate, 

Be more familiar? uncreated lie 

More obvious than created, to the graſp 

Of human thought? The more of wonderful, 

I; heard in him, the more we ſhould afl-nt. 
Could we conceive him, GO!) he could not be: 

Or he not GOD, or we could not be men: 

A GOD alone can comprehend a 6000. 

Man's diltance how unmenſe ! On ſuch a theme, 
Know this LORENZO! (ſeem it ne'er ſo ſtrange) 
Nothing can ſatisfy, but what confounds? 

Nothing, but what aſtoniſhes, 3s true. 

Ie ſcene thou ſeeſt atteſts the truti [ ſing, 

And ev'ry ſtar ſh:d3 light upon thy creed. 

Theſe ſtars, this furniture, this coſt of heavs 

If but reported, thou hadit nCer believ'd; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true, 

The Brand of Nature is th' Almighty's oath, 

| | In Reaſon's court, to ſilence unbelicf. 

low my mind, op'ning at this ſcene, imbibes 
Phe moral.emanations of the ſłicss, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorexzo leſs admires! 
Has the great Sov'reign ſent ten thouſand worlds 

To teil us, he refides above them all, 

In glory's unapproachable receſs? 

And dare Earth's bold inhabitants deny 

The ſumptuous, the magnific embaſſy 

A moment's au lience? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolumzat ; ſole cauſe that ſtoops 
Their grandeur to mait's eye? LORENZ D! rouſe 
Let thought, awaken' J, takes the bg\t1ing's wing, . 
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And plance from eaſt to weſt, from pole to pole. 
Who fees, but is cenfounded, or convine'd ? 
Kenounces Reaſon, or 2 GOD adorcs ? 


Mankind was ſent into the world to fee: 
Sight gives the {cience necdfu] to their peace: 
That obvious ſcience aſks {mal} Jearning” s aid, 


Wouldſt thou on metaphy ſic piniens foar ? 


| Or wound thy patienve amid Jogic thorns? 


Or travel hittory” s enormous round? 
Nature no ſuch hard taſk injoins; ſhe gave 
A make to man directive of his thought; 
A make ſet upright, pointing to the ſtars, 
Ae who ſhould fav, Read thy chief leſion there.“ 
Too late to read this manuſcript ef heaven, 
When, like a parchment-{croll, ſhrunk up by flames, 
It folds Lorexzo's leſſon from "ble ſight. 
Leſſon bow various! Not the Gop alone, 

J ſee his miniſters; I ſee, diftus'd 

In radiant orders, eſſences ſublime, 

Of various offices, of various plume, 
In hcav'nly liveries, diſtinétly, clad, 

Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 

Or all commix d; they ſand, with wings out ſpread, 
Liſt'nüng to catch the maſter's Icaſt command, 

And fly through Nature ere the moment ends; z 
Numbers innumerable —W el] conceiv'd 

By Pagan and by Chriitian ! o'er cach ſphere 
Prefides an angel, to direct its courſe, 

And feed, or fan, its Ha mes; cr 10 Ciſcharge 
Other high truſt unknown. For who can ce 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind, 

For which alone inanimate was made, 

More ſparingly diſpens'd ? that nobler ſon, 

Far Iker the great SIRE%*——'Tis thus the ſxics 
Inferm us of ſuperiors numberleſs, 

As much, in excellence, abe vc mal. nd, 


As 
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As above earth, in magnitude, the ſpl 1CrES. 

Theſe, as a cloud of witneſſes, hang o'er us 

In a throng'd theatre are all our deede; 

Perhaps, a thouſand demigods deſcend 

On ev'ry beam we ſec, to walk with men. 

Awful reflection! ſtrong reftraint from ill! 
Let, here, our virtue finds ſtill ſtronger aid 


| From theſe ethereal glories Senſe ſurveys. 

| Sometiung, like magic, ſtrikes from this blue vault ; 
| With juſt attention is it view'd ? we feel 

| A ſudden ſuceour, unimplor'd, unthouglit; 
Nature herſelf does hal! the work of- man. 

| SCas, rivers, mountal: 1s, foreſts, deſarts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 

Of ſubterranean, excavated grots, 

 Black-brow'd, and vaulted- high, and yawning wide 
| From Nature s ſtructurc, or the ſcoop of Time ; 
If ample of dimenſion, vaſt of ſize 

Ev'n theſe. an aggrandizing impulſe give; 

Of ſolemn cthouzzlit enthuſiaitic heights 


Q 


FEv'n theſe infuſe—But what of vaſt in theſe? 
Nothing or we mult own the ſkies forgot. 


Much leſs in art. - Vain Art! thou pigmy pow” rt 


ow doſt thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human pride, 
o ſhew thy Iittleneſs ! what childiſh toy 5 

Thy wat'ry columns ſguirted to the clouds ! 

Thy Lafon'd rivers, and imprifon” d ſeas! 


Thy mountains moulded in bo forms of men! 


Thy hundred-gated capitals ! or thoſe 
Where three days s travel left us much to ride; 
Gazing on miracles ty mortals wrought, 
Arches pars tlicatres immenſe, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid-air! 
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r temples rend to meet their gods! I. NE * ay! 


Met theſe atcot us in vo common kind. , 
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Enter a temple, it will ſtrike an awe: 

Wha: awe from this the DEITY has built! 

A g024 man ſcen, though filent counſcl gives: 

The touch'd (pectator wiſhes to be wile : 

In a bright mirror his own hands have ma: de, 

Here we ſce ſomethin g like ns face of GOD. 

Seems it not then enough, to ſay, LCR 

To man abandon'd, „“ Haſt thou feen the ikies? 
And yet, ſo thwarted Nature's kind deſign 

By daring man. he makes her ſacred awe 


(That guard from ill) his thelter, his temptation 


To more than commer! guilt, and quite inverts 

Celeſtial art's intent. The trembling ſtars 

Sce crimes gigantic, talking througli the „ 
With front crect, that hide their head by day, 

And making night {ll darker by their deeds. 


Slumb'ring in covert, till the ſhades deſcend, 


Rapine and Murder, link? d, now prow) for Prey. 


The miſcr, earth's his treaſure; and the thiet, 
AW atching the mole, half. beggars him c'er mori. 
Now plots, and foul conſpiracics, awake 3 
And muffling up their horrors irom the moon, 
Havock and 0 they prepa re, 

And kmgdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 
Now . of riot in mad revel rege. 
lat ſhall I do ;—luppreſs] it? _ pr oclaim ?- 

Why {eeps the thunder! Now, Lorenzo, now, 
14is belt friend's couch the Foe ad! ulterer 


Aſcends ſecure; and laughs at gods and men, 


Prepoſt'rous madmen, void of fcar, or ume, 


Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaile eyes of heavenz 


Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder, at a mortal's 0 ght. 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 


o guide. yet fereen them. with tenebrious light? 
M 5 


No; they were made to faihon the ſublime 
Of Human kcarts, and. wiſer make the wile. 
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Thoſe ends were anſwer'd once; when mortals liv'd 
Of ſtronger wing, of aquiline a \ſcent, 
Ir theory ; ſublime. - O how unlike 
Tloſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
Who crawl! on earth, and on her venom feed! 
Thoſe ancient ſages, human ſtars: they met 
Their brothers or the ſkies, at mienight-hour 3 
Their counſel aſx'd ; and, what they aſk'd d, obey d. 
The STaGyRITE, and Paro, he who drank 
The poiſon'd bow], and he of Tuſculum, 
With him of Gorduba, (immortal names!) 
In theſe unbounded, and Elyſian, walks, 
An arca fit for Cors, aud godlike men 


They took their nightly round, throug b radiant patlis 


By ſerapbs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, > 9 
To wead in their bright footl ſteps here below; 
Fo walk in worth til brighter than the ſkies, 
There they contracted their contempt of carth; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glow” d, and grew 
(Great viſilants .) more intimate with” Go. 
More worth to men, more joycus to themlelves, 
T W various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their learn'd, illuſtrious lives. 

In Chriſtian hearts, O for a a Lagan zeal ! 
A ncedful, but approbrious-pray'r ! As much 
Our ardour leſs, as greater is our light. 
How monſtrous this in morals ! Scarce more {trauge. 
Would this phznomenon in nature ſtrike, 
A ſun that troze us, or a ſtar that warm'd. 

What taught theſe heroes of the moral world? 
To theſe thou giv'ſt thy praiſe, give credit too. 
Theſe doctors ne'er were penſion'd to deceive; 
And Pagan tutors are thy taite.— They taught, 
That narrow views betray to miſery : | 
That \ Wile it is to comprehend the wile : 3 
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That virtue roſe from Nature, ponder'd well, 
The ſingle baſe of virtue built to heaven: 
That GOD, and Nature, our attention claim: 
That Nature is the glaſs reflecting GOD, 

As, by the fea, reflected is the fun, 

Too gloi ious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere: 
That mind immortal loves immortal aims; 
That boundleſs mind affect a bouncleſs ſpace: 
That vaſt ſurveys, and the ſublime of things, 
The ſoul aſſimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a ſund 
Of inſpiration, thus ſpreads out to man. 


Such are their doctrines; ſuch the Night infpir'd. 
And what more true? what truth of greater weight? 


The foul of man was made to walk the ſkies; 
Delightful outlet of her priſon here; 

There, diſineumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can rove at large 3 
There, freely can reſpire, dilate, extend, 

In full proportion let looſe all her pow'rs ; 
And undeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 
Nor as a ſtranger, does ſhe wander there; 
But, wonderful herſelf, though wonder ftrays 
Contemplating their grandeur. finds her own: 
Dives deep in their economy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various Jaws, 
And, like a matter, judges not amils, 


Hence, greatly ew and juſtly proud, the ſfouf 


Grows conſcious of her birth celeſtial 3 breathes 
More lite, more vigour, in her native air: 

And feels herſelf at home among the ſtars; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praiſe. 


What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzs ? 


As earth the body, ſince the ſkies ſuſtain 
The ſou] with food, that giyzs immortal life, 
Call it the noble paſture of the mind; 
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Which there expiates, ſtrengthens, and exulte, 

And riots through the luzuries of thought. 

Call it, The garden of the DIETY, 

Bloſſom'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth 

Of fruit ambroſial; moral fruit to man. 

Call it, the breaſtplate of the true High Prieſt, 

Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 

In points of higheſt momenc, right reſponſe 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus have we found a true aſtrology 3 

Thus have we found a new, a noble Tenſe, 

In which alone ſtars govern human fates, 

© that the ſtars (as ſome have feign'd) let fall 

Bloodſhed, and havock, on embattled realins, 

And reſeu'd monarchs from ſo black a guſt. 

Bourbon ! this with how gen'rous in a ſoe! 


Wouldſt thou be great, wouldſt thou become a god, 


And ſtick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſts on a _needle's point? 
Inſtead of forging chains for forcigners, 

Baſtile thy tutor, Grandeur all thy aim ? 

As yet thou know'ft not what it is. How great, 
How gloricus, then, appears the mind of man, 
When in it all the ſtars, and planets, roll! 

And what it ſeems it is; great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 
Thoſe, ſtill more godlike, as theſe more divinc. 
And more divine than theſe, thou canſt not ſec. 
Dazzled, o'erpower'd, with the delicious dr aught 
Of miſcellaneous ſplendours, how I reel 

From thought to thought, incbriate, without end! 
An Eden, tlus! a Paradiſe unloſt! 

I meet the DELTY in every view, 

And tremble at my nakedneſs before him. 

O that I could but reach the tree of lite ! 

For here it grows, ungvarded from our . 
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No flaming ſword denies our entrance here; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

Lorenzo! much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond? Then mark 
Ihe mathematic glories of the Kies, 

In number, weight, and meaſure, all ordain'd. 
Logrzxz0's boaſted builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finiſh his ærial towers; 

Wildom, and Choice, their well known characters 
Here deep impreſs; and claim it for their own. 
Though ſplendid all, no ſplendour void of uſe: 
Uſe rivals Beauty; Art contends with Pow'r : : 

No wanton waſte, amid effuſe expence; 

The great OEconoMsT adjuſting all 

To prudent pomp, magnificently Wiſes 

How rich the proſpect! and for ever new! 

And newelt to the man that views it moit ; 

For newer ſtill in infinite ſucceeds, 

Then, theſe ærial racers, O how ſwift! 

How the ſhaft loiters from the ſtrongeſt firing 
Spirit alone can diſtance the career. 

Orb above orb aſcending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, inclos'd ! 

Wheel within wheel; EzrxitL ! like to thine ! 
Like thine, it ſeems a viſion, or a dream; ; 
Though ſeen, we labour to believe it true! 

What involution ! what extent! what ſwarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at earth! immenſely great! 
Immenſely diſtant from each other's ſpheres : 
What, then, the wondrous ſpace thro” which they rol}? 
At once it quite ingulfs all human thought; 

Tis comprehenſion's abſolute defeat. 

Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here: 
Through this illuſtrious chaos to the ſight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign. 

The path preſerib'd, inviolably kept, 
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Upbraids the lawlels ſallies 0! kind. 

Worlds ever thwar ting, NCVu 133 

What knots are ty'd: how ſocn arc - thi . llt e 
And ſet the ſeeming marry'd planets inge 

They rove ior < VET, s ithout error 10 
Confuſion unc:pfus'd! Nor lefs ad whe 

This tumult vntumultuous 3 all on wing! 

In motion, all! yet what rofour d repoſe « 

What fervi ation, yet no noiſo! as aw'd 

To ſilence, by the preſence of their LORD 


Or huſh'd, by his command, in love to wan, 


And bid let fall ſoft beams on human reſt, 
Reſtleſs themſelves. On yon coerulean plain, 
In exultation to their GOD, and thine, 

They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, 
Eternal celebration of his praiſe. 

But, ſince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 


Their dance perplez'd exhibits to the ſight 


Fair hieroglyphic of his peerleſs power. 

Mark, how the Labyrinthian turns they take, 

The circles intricate, and myſtic maze, 

Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence ; 

To gods, how great! how legible to man! 
Leaves ſo much wonder greater wonder ſtill? 

Where are the pillars that | the ſkies ? 

What more than Atlantean ſhoulder prope, 


Th' incumbent load? What magic, what ſtrange art, 


In fluid air theſe pond'rous orbs ſuſtains? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains? 
And ſo they are; in the high will of heaven, 
Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 
Or air of adamant; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all; if ſuch the dread decrees 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The moſt gigantic ſons of earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all toſs'd into the ſea ; 

Ang, 
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Aud, light as down, or volatile as air, 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 
In time, and meaſure, exquilite ; while all 
The Wa 8 in cmulation of the ſpheres, 
Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft; 
The comer ſwell, and animate the ball. 
Would this appear amazing? What, then, worlds, 
In a far thinner clement Alain d, 

And acting the ſame part, with greater ſkill, 
More rapid movements, and for noblett ends? 

More obvious ends to pats, are not theſe ſtars 

The ſeats majeftic, proud imperial throncs, 

On which angelic delegates of heaven, 

At certain periods as the Sov'reign nods, 
Diſcharge high truſt of vengeance, or of Jove, 

To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deſian, 
And acts moſt alem {tz}I more ſolemnize? 

Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 

What full efluſion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man indulg'd in ſuch a ſight! 

A ſight ſo noble! anda light ſo kind ! 

It drops new truths at cv'ry new furvey ! 

Feels not Lorzxzo ſometlüng fir within, 

"That ſweeps away all period ? As theſe ſpheres. 
Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire: 

The godlike hope of ages w ithout end. 

The boundleſs ſpace, through wich theſe rovers take 

Their reſileſs roam, ſuggeſts the liter-thouphn 

Of boundleſs time. Thus, by kind Nature's up! 

To man uyJabour'd, that important gucl, 

JTERNITY, finds entrance at the ſighit: 

And an eternity, for man ordain'd, 

Or theſé his deſtin'd 11idnight-countelors, 

The ſtars, had never v Of 'pcr'd it to man. 


NATURE inform I, but peer iniules, her ſons; 
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To diſappoint it ?—That is blaſphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a ſccond article, 
Momeritons as th* exiſtence. of a GOD, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fou; aht 
And thou maytt read thy ſcul immortal, Fe: 

Here, then, Logzxzyu ! on thele g glories dwell; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, | 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Aſſemblies ?—This is one divinely bright; 
Here, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range through the ſaireſt, nd the SULTAN ſcorn. 
125 wiſe as thou, no creſoent holds ſo. fair, 

us that which on his turban avcs 2 World; 
Jad thinks the Moon is proud to COPY him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worids can give, 
A mind ſuperior c the charms of power. 
"Thou muffled in deluſions of this lite! 
Can vonder Moon turn Ocean in his bed, 
From fide to fide, in conſtant ebb, and flow, 
And purity from ſtench his wat'ry reaims : y 
And fails her mor al 1Huence? Wants ſhe power 
to turn Loxexzo's ſtubborn tide of thought 
From ſtagnating on carth's infected ſhore, 
And purge from nuiſance his corrupted heart? 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heaven? 
Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, Earit's joy? 
Minds elev ate, and panting for unſcen, 
and aefecate from ſcnle, alone obtain 
Full reliſh of exiſtencs ut! e e 'd, 
the lis of life, the zeſt of worldly bid 
All elſe on earth amounts—to what? To this: 
Bap to be ſuſter'd; nuE5SINGS to be leſt:“ 
Earth's richeſt inventory boaſts no more: 

Of higher fcencs be, then, the call obey'd. 
O let me gaze — f gazing tlicre's no end. 
O Jet me think! Tho: aght too is wilder'd herc 3 


R k 


Cas 


— 


«\} 


— 2 _- —— — 
— N — 
3 — 2 — —— — r 


— — 
= 


—— 


— 


223 
In mid- way flight Imagination tires; 
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Let ſoon replumes her wings to ſoar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain: 


So great the pleaſure, ſo profound the plan? 


A banquet this where men and angels meet, 
Eat the ſame manna, mingle earth and heaven. 


How diſtant ſome of theſe nocturnal ſuns ! 


So ſtant (ſays the ſage *) 'twere not abſurd 
To doubt, if beams, ſet out at Nature's birth, 
Are yet arriv'd at this ſo foreign world; 
Though nothing half fo rapid as their flight. 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 

And roll for ever. Who can ſatiate fight 

In ſuch a ſcene ? in ſuch an ocean wide 


Of deep aſtoniſhment ? where depth, height, breadth, 
Are loſt in their extremes; and where to count 


The thick-ſown plories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a ſeraph's computation fails. 
Now, go, Ambition! boaſt thy boundleſs might 
In conqueſt. o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 


To give his tott'ring faith a ſolid baſe, 


Why call for leſs than is already thine ? 

Taou art no novice in theology; | 

What is a miracle? — Tis a reproach, 

”Tis an implicit ſatire, on mankind ;. 

And while it ſatisfies, it cenſures too. | 
To common ſenſe, great Nature's courſe proclaims 
A DEITY : when mankind falls afleep, 

A miracle is ſent as an alarm 

To wake the world and prove him o'er again, 

By recent argument, but not more ſtrong. 

Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 
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Or Nature's lays to fix, or to repeal & 
To make a fun, or ſtop his mid-carcer? 
To countermand his orders, and f:nd back 
The flaming courier to the frighted Eaſt, 
Warm'd, and altonith'd, at li EV LINg-ray ? 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd, 
In Ajalon's ſeft, flow'ry vail repoſe ? 
Great things are theſe 3 {till greater, to create. 
From Aba s bow'r look down thro' the whole train 
Or miracles —reſiſtleſs is their power? 
They do not, can not, mae amaze the mind, 
Than this, call'd unmiraculous ſurvey, 
if duly weigh'd, if rationally ſeen, 
if ſeen with human eyes. The brute, indecd, 
Sees nought but ſpangles here: the fool, no more, 
Sayit thou, The courſe of Nature governs all!“ 
The courle of Nature is the art of GOD. 
The miracles thou call ſt for, this atteſt ; _ 
For ſay, could Nature Nature's courſe control 
But, miracles apart, who ſces HIM not, 
Nature's CONTROLLER, AUTHOR, GUIDE, and Exp? 
Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight-face, 
ut muſt inquire, —+* What hand behind the ſcene, 
(What arm almighty put theſe waeeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vaſt machine? 
Who rounded in his palm theſe ſpacious orbs ; 
i Who bowlid them flaming thro” the dark profound, 
Num'rous as glitt'ring gems of morning dew, 
Or ſparks from pop'lous cities in a blaze, 
And ſet the boſom of Old Night on fire? 
* Peopled her deſert, and made horror ſmile ?” 
Or, if the military ſtyle delights thee, 
(For ſtars have fought their battles, leagu'd with man), 
Who marſhals this bright hoit? arolle their names? 
' Appoints their poſts, their marches, and returns, 
Punctual at tated periods? Who ciſhands 
K K 2 Theſe 
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Theſe vet'ran tr 00s, their final duty done, 1 
If cer diſbanded PHE, whole potent word, \ 
Like the Joud trumpet, * *d firſt thei pow'rs V 
In Night's e empire, where they ſlept C 
In beds of darkreſs; arm'd them with fierce flames, 7 
Arrang'd, and diſciplin'd, and clotli'd in gold; 1 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the held, | 0 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. © 
O let 1 this army! Joining the,. of 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, II 
Wien brig] ive lames ſhall ert a darker ni; ah t; L 
When theie firong demonſtra.# ns of a 0D = A 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their ipheres, 2 
And one eternal curtain cover all; | W 
Struck at that thought, as new-awax'd, I lift G 
A more enlizhten'd eye, and rcad the ſtars U 
To man ſtill more propitious; and their aid W 
(Though guiiileſs of idolatry) implore; | 
Nor looger rob them of TP nobleſt name, * 
O ye dividers of my time! ye bright A 
Accountants of my days, and months. and Fears, 5 
In your fair calendar diſtincdy mark'd! | 
Since that authentic, radiant regiſter, N. 
Though man inſpects it not, ſtands good againſt bam's Te 
Sinve You, and years, roll on, though man lands All; AI 
Teach me my days to number and apply | WW 
My wrembling heart to wiſdom 3 now beyond Fi! 
All ſhadows of excuſe for fooling on. Al 
Ave ſmooths our path to prudence ; ſweeps aſide In 
The ſnares keen Appetite and Pa! Tom 8 W. 
To catch ſtray ſouls; and wo to that grey head, Ar 
Whote Folly would undo , What Age has done! Ar 
Bid, then, aid, all ye 1: ans Mach rather, THOU, 0 
Great ARTIST! Thou, whoſe finger ſet aright An 
This exquiſite machine, with all its whe cls, Co 
Though intervolv'd, cxact 3 and pointing out © 
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Life's rapid and irrevocable fight 
With ſuch an index fair as none can mils, 
Who lifts an eye, nor {lceps till it is elos'd. 
Open mine cye, dread DELTY ! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee 
Things as they are, unalter'd thr ough the glaſs 
Of worldly withes. "Time, Eternity! 
(Tis theſe: miles fir d, ruin all mankind); 
vct them before me; let mne lay them both 
In cqual ſcale, and learn their various weight. 
Let time appcar a moment, as it is; 
And let Eternity's tull orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul. and ft ike it into heav'n. 
Where I ſhall ſee far more than charms me now; 
Gaze on creation's model in thy breaſt 
Unveil'd. nor wonder at the tranſcript more. 


When this vile, foreign duit, which ſmothers all 


That travel Earth's deep vale, {hall I ſhake off? 


Chen ſhall my foul her incarnation quit, 
And, readopted to thy bleſs'd e, 


| Obtain her apotheoſis In THEE ? 


Doſt think, Lorenzo! this is wand'ring wide: ? 
No, tis directly ſtriking at the mark; 
To wake thy dead devotion was my point z 
And how I bleſs Night's conſecrating ſhades, 
Which to a temple turn an univerſe : 
Fill us with great ideas, full of kcav'n, 
And antidote the peſtilential earth ! 
In ev'ry form, that either frowns, or Tails, 
What an aſylum has the ſoul in pray'r! 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray ! 
And what a GOD muſt dwell in ſuch a fane ! 
O what a genius muſt inform the ſkies ? 
And is Lorenz9's ſalamander-heart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires ? 
O ye nocturnal ſparks © ye glowing embers, 
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On heaven's broad hearth ! who burn, or burn no more, 
Who blaze or die, as great JLHOVAH's breath 
Or blows you, or forbears; afliſt my ſong; 


Pour your whole influence; exorciſe his heart, 


So long polleſs'd 3 and bring him back to man. 
And is Lorenzo a demurrer fill? 55 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt 

Truths, which, conteſted, put &by parts to ſhame. 
Nor ſhame they more Lorenzos head, than heart; 
A faithleſs heart, how deſpicable ſmall 

Too ſtrait aught great or gen'rous to receive! 
Fill'd with an atom! fill'd and foul'd with ſelf! 
And ſelf-miſtaken ! ſelf that laſts an hour! 
Inſtincts and paſſions of the nobler kind, 

Lie ſuffocated there; or they alone, 

Reaſon apart, would wake high hope; and open 
To raviſh'd thought, that intellectual ſphere, 
Where Order, Wiſdom, Goodneſs, Providence, 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, 


And promiſe all, the truly great deſire. 


The mind that would be happy, muſt pe great; 


Great, in its wiſhes ; great, in its ſurveys, 


Extended views a narrow mind extend; 
Puſh out its corrugate, expanſive make, 
Which, e'er-long, more than planets ſhall embrace. 


Aman of compafs makes a man of worth; 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. 


As man was made for glory and for bliſs, 
All littleneſs is an approach to wo: 


Open thy boſom, ſec thy wiſhes wide, 


And let in manhood ; let in happineſs : 
Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to GOD; which makes a man, 


Take 60D from Nature, nothing great is left; 


Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing ſees; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
| Emerge 
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Emerge from thy profound; erect thine eye; 
Sce thy diſtreſs! how cloſe art thou beſieg'd! 
Beſieg'd by Nature, the proud ſceptic's foe.. 
Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind. 

As in a polden net of Providence, 

How art thou caught, ſure captive of belief! 
From this thy bleſs'd captivity, what art, 
What blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free ! 

This ſcene is heaven's indulgent violence: 
Canſt thou bear up againſt this tide of glory? 
What is earth boſom'd in theſe ambient orbs, 

But, faith in GOD impos'd, and preſs'd on man? 
Dar'ſt thou till litigate thy deſperate cauſe, 

Spite of theſe num'rous, awful witneſſes, 
And doubt the depoſition of the ſkies ? 
That bright connection between hearts, and heaven |! 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin! | 
L Laborious? "Tis impracticable quite; 

To ſink beyond a doubt, in this debate, 
With all his weight of wiſdom, and of will, 

And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 

Some wiſh they did; but no man diſbelieves. 
GOD is a ſpirit + ſpirit cannot ſtrike 

Their groſs, material organs; GOD by man 

As much is ſeen, as man a GOD can ſee, 

In theſe aſtoniſhing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, diſtance, ſize ! 
Concertion of deſign, how exquiſite ! 

How complicate, in their divine police! 

Apt means! great ends, conſent to general good! 
Each attribute of theſe materia] gocs, 
80 long (and that with ſpecious pleas) ador'd, 
A ſep'rate conqueſt gains o'er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 
Y TLorenze 
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Lorenzo! this may ſeem harangue to thee ; 

Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will. 

And doit thou, then, demand a ſimple proof 

Of this great maſter-moral of the ikies, 


- Un{kilFd, or difinclin'd, to read it there? 


Since "tis 'the baſis, and all drops without it, 

Take it in one compact, unbroken chain. 

Such proof inſiſts on an attentive ear; 

*TwYl not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 

And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 

Retire the world ſhut out ;---thy thoughts call home; 
Imagination' s airy wing repreſs ; 
Lock up thy ſenſes ;—let no paſſion fir j—— 


Wake all to reaſon : et ber reign alone; To 


Then, in thy ſoul's deep ſilence, and the depth 
Of nature's ſilence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done; and ſhall 1 Inquire no more. 


In nature's channel thus the queſtions run. 


© What am I? and from whence ? 1 nothing know, | 
© But that Jam; and, ſince 1 am, conelude 
Something eternal. Had there e' er been nought, 
© Nought ſtill had been. Eternal there muſt be. 
© But. what eternal ?---- Why not human race; 
And Apan's anceſtors without an end? 
That's hard to be conceiv'd; ſince every link 
© Of that long-chain'd ſucceſſion is ſo fr ail, 
Lan ev'ry part depend, and not the whole. 
Vet grant it true; new difhculties : iſe; 
© Pm Hi} quite out at ſea; nor ſee the ſhore. 
© Whence earth, and theſe bright orbs ?---Eternal too? 
© Grant matter was eternal; ſtill theſe orbs 
© Would want ſome other father Much deſign 
Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes: 
© Deſign implies intelligence, and art: 
© That can't be from themſelves,----or man: That art 


Nan ſearce can compꝛ chend, could man beſtow? 
And 
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8 And nothing greater, yet allow'd than man. 
Who motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 
© Shot through vaſt maſſes of enormous weight? 
© Who bid brite matcer”s reſtive Jump aſſume 
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly? 
© Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 
© Aﬀerting its indiſputable right 
© To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt. 
Has matter none? Then whence theſe glorious forms 
And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſs, and repos'd ? 
© Has matter more than motion? has it thought, 
Judgment, and genius? is it deeply learn'd 
© In mathematics? has it fram'd ſuch laws, 
© Which, but to gueſs, a Newton made immortal ?— 
If fo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, 
© Who thinks a clod inferior to a man! 
If art to form, and counſel to conduct, 

© And that with greater far, than human kill, _ 
Reſides not in each block j—3 GODHEAD reigns. 
© Grant, then, inviſible, eternal MIND; 
That granted, all is ſolv'd. - But, granting that, 
Draw I not o'er me a ſtill darker cloud? 
Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive? 


A being without origin, or end !— 


Fail, human liberty! there is no GOD— 
(Vet, why? on either ſcheme that knot ſubſiſts; 
Subſiſt it muſt, in GOD, or human race. 
If in the laſt, how many knots beſ:de, 
Indiſſoluble all? Why cauſe it there, 
Where, choſen, fill ſubſiſt ten thouſand more? 
Reject it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 
Diſpers'd, leave reaſon's whole horizon clear ? 
This is not reaſon's dictate; reaſon ſays, 
Cloſe with the ſide where one grain turns the ſcale. 
What vaſt preponderance i is here! Can reaſon 
With huder voice crelaim—Bclieye a GOD? 
„ * An 
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© And reaſon heard. is the ſole mark of man. 


© What things impoſſible muſt man think true, 
On any other ſyſtem { and how firange 
J diſbelieve, through mere credulity!“ 
If, in this chain, LORENZoO finds no flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where's the link in which a flaw he finds? 
And, if a GOD there is, that GO1) how great! 
How great that Power, whoſe providential eare 
Through theſe bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray 
Of nature univerſal threads the whole! 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Though little, cn the footflool of his throne f 
That little gem, how large? A weight let fall 
From a fix'd ſtar, in ages can it reach 
This diſtant earth ? Say, then, Lorexzo ! where, 
Where ends this mighty building ? where begin 
The ſuburbs of Creation? where the wall 
| Whoſe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-eziſtence ? NoTninG's ſtrange abode |! 
Dread, bottomleſs amazement ! how it pawns | ? 
How thuddering fancy ſickens, and recoils? 
And is it there Lorenzo hopes to dwell? 
Say, at what point of ſpace JLHOVAH dropp'd 
His flacken'd line, and laid his balance by ; 
Weigh'd worlds, and meaſur'd infinite, no more? 
W herc rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head? and ſays, to gods, 
In characters illuſtrious as the ſun, | 
© I land, the plan's proud period; I pronounce 
The work accomplith'd; the c: reation clos'd. 
+ Shout, all ye gods! nor ſhout, ye gods, alone; 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of lite, 
That reſts, or rolls, ye depths and heights reſound ! 
Reſound! reſound ! 125 depths, and heights, reſounc 
Hard are thoſe queſtions ? —anſwer, harder ill,” 
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s this the ſolc exploit, the ſingle birth, 
The tolitary fon of power divine ? | 
Or has th' almighty FATHER, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of diſtant ſpace ? 
Has he not bid, in various provinces, 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burſt 
Of night primeval, barren now no more ? 
And he the central ſun, tranſpiercing all 
Thoſe giant-generations, which diſport, 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abſorb'd, 
In that abyſs of horror, whence they ſprung z 
While Chaos triumphs, repoſſeſs'd of all 
Rival creation ravith'd from his throne ? 
Caaos ! of nature both the womb and grave! 
Think'ſt thou my ſcheme, LoRENZO! ſpreads tos 
wide? Oat, 8 5 
Is this extravagant? No; this 1s juſt; 
Juſt in conjecture, though 'twere falſe in fact. 
If 'tis an error, tis an error {ſprung | 
From noble root, high thought of the MOST HIGH. 
But wherefore error? who can prove it ſuch ?— 
He that can ſet Omnipotence a bound, 
„ | Gan man conceive beyond what Gop can do? 
Nothing but quite-impoſſible is hard. 
He ſummons into being, with like eaſe, 
A whole creation, and a ſingle grain. 
Speaks he the word? a thouſand worlds are born — 
A thouſand worlds? there's ſpace for millions more; 
- And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail? 
7 Þ] Condemn me not, cold eritic ! but indulge 
i The warm imagination. Why condemn ? 
21 Why not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our hearts 
oy With fuller admiration of that power, | 
l. [Who gives our hearts with ſuch high thoughts to ſwell ? 
Why not indulge in his augmented prailc ? 
| ED 1 ; Darts 
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Darts not his glory a ſtill brighter ray, | 
The leſs is left to Chaos and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy ſtrays aghaſt; 
And, though moſt talkative, makes no report? 

Still ſeems my thought enormous? Think again y— 


> Experience” ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief. 


Glaſles, (that revelation to the ſight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep diſcloſe 
Of fine-ſpun Nature, exquiſitely ſmall ; 


And, though demonſtrated, ſtill ill- conceiv'd? 


If, then, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poiſe ? 
Defe& alone can err on ſuch a theme. 

What is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Thou, Thou, art all! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee 
And finds herſelf but at the centre ſtill! 
} AM, thy name! exiſtence, all thine own! 
Creation's nothing; flatter'd much, if ſtyl'd 
The thin, the flecting atmoſphere of GOD.“ 

O for the voice of what? of whom? What voice 

Can anſwer to my wants, in ſuch aſcent, 

As dares to deem one univerſe too ſmall? 

Tell me, Loxzæxzo! (for now Fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortex of almighty power), 

Is not this home creation, in the map 

Of univerſal Nature, as a ſpeck. 

Like fair Britannia in our little ball 
 Zxceeding fair and glorious for its ſize, 

But elſewhere far out-meaſur'd, far outſhone ? 
In Fancy (for the fact beyond us lies) 

Canſt thou not figure it, an iſle, almoſt 

Too ſmall for notice, in the vaſt, of being; 

Sever d by mighty {eas of unbuilt ſpace, 
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Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell; 


Leſs northern, leſs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme; 
Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth 
Luzuriant growths; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen ſoon to gods? 

Yet why drown Fancy in ſuch depths as theſe ? 
Return, preſumptuous rover ! and confeſs 


The bounds of Man; nor blame them as too ſmall. 


Enjoy we not full ſcope in what is ſeen ? 

Full ample the dominions of the ſun.! 

Full glorious to behold ! how far, how wide, 
This matchleſs monarch, from his flaming throng, 
Laviſh of luſtre, throws his beams about him, 
Farther and faſter than a thought can fly, 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires : 


This Heliopolis, by greater far, 


Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 

And he alone, who built it, can deſtroy. 

8 this city, why ſtrays human thought? 
ne wonderful, enough for man to know! 

One infinite, enough for man to range! 

One firmament, enough for man to read! 

O what voluminous inſtruction here! 


What page of wiſdom is deny'd him? None, 


If learning his chief leſſon makes him wiſe. 

Nor is inſtruction, here, our only gain; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the ſkies, 
Which warms our paſſions, proſelytes our hearts. 


Hou eloquently ſhines the glowing pole! 


With what authority it gives its charge, 
Remonſtrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Though ſilent, loud! heard earth around; above 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell; 
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praiſe. 
Is earth, then, more infernal? has ſhe thoſe, 
WO neither praiſe (LoxrNzZů o!) nor admire ? 
Lohrxa's 
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LoRRNZO“s admiration, pre- engag' d, 

Ne'er aſk'd the moon one queſtion; never held 

Leait co) reſpondence with a ſingle Kar; 

Ne er rear'd an altar to the Queen of heav n, 

Walking in brightneſs; or her train ador'd. 

Their ſublunary rivals have long ſince 

Ingroſs'd his whole devotion; ſtars malign, 

Which made their ſond aſtronomer run mad, 

Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart; 

Cauſe him to ſacrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madneſs, call'd delight. 

Idolater, more groſs than ever kiſs'd 

The lifted hand to LNA, or pour'd out 

The blood to Jove!—-O THOU, to whom belong 

All ſacrifice ! O thou great Jove unſcign'd! 

Divixe InsTRUCTOR! thy firſt volume, this, 

For man's peruſal; all in cariTaLs: | 

In moon, and ſtars, (heaven's golden alphabet!) 

Emblaz'd to ſeize the fight ; who runs, may read; 

Who reads, can underſtand. Tis unconfin'd 

To Chriſtian land, or Jewry: fairly writ, 

In language univerſal, to Mankind : 

A language, lofty to the learn dz yet plain 

To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 

Or, from its hufk, ſtrike out the bounding grain. 

A language worthy the GreaT MIND, that ſpeaks ! 

Preface, and comment, to tha ſacred page : 

Which oft refers its reader to the ſkies 

As pre ſuppoſing his firit leſſon there, 

And ſcripture- ſelf a fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous bock of wiſdom, to the wiſe! 

Stupendous book! and open'd, NIichT! by thee, 

By thee much open'd, I confeſs, O Night! 

Yet more I wiſn; but how ſhall I prevail? 

Say, gentle Night! whoſe modeſt, maiden beams 

Give us a new creation, and preſent 


The world's great picture, loften'd to the light; 3 
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Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent ul, 
Say, thou, whoſe mild dominion's ſilver key 
Unlocks our hemiſphere, and ſets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud and envious ſtar of noon! 
Canſt thou not draw a deeper ſcene? — and ſhew 
The mighty PoTexTaTE, to whom belon 
Theſe rich regalia, pompouſly diſplay'd 
| To kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz, 
gaze around; I ſearch on ev'ry fide 
O fora glimpſe of HIM my ſoul adores! 
As the chas'd hart, amid the deſert waſte, | 
Pants for the living ſtream 3 for him who made her, 
So pants the thirſty ſoul, amid the blank 
Of ſublunary joys. Say, goddeſs! where? 
Where blazes his bright court? where burns his tlirone! 
Thou know ſt ; for thou art near hin; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, ſacred Fame reports 
The ſable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, ſo ſwiſt of wag 
Who travel far, diſcover where he dwells? 
A ſtar his dwelling pointed out below. 
Ye Pleiades ! Arcturus! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion ! of ſtill keener eye ! 
Say, ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempeſt into port ! 
On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find him? 
Theſe courtiers keep the ſecret of their KING; 
I wake whole nights in vain, to ſteal it from them. 

I wake; and, waking, climb Night's radiant ſcale, 
From ſphere to ſphere the ſteps by nature ſet 
For man's aſcent ; at once ts tempt, and aid; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought 
"Fill it arrives at the great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barrier, 1 {ct out. 


How 
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How ſwift I mount! diminiſh'd earth recedes; 

I paſs the moon; and, from her farther ſide, 
Pierce heaven's blue curtain; ſtrike into remote z 
Where, with his lifted tube, the ſubtile ſage 

His artificial, awry journey takes, 

And to celeſtial lengthens human fight. 

I pauſe at ev'ry planct on my road, 

And aſk for HIM, who gives their orbs to roll, 
Their foreheads fair to ſhine. From Saturn's ring, 
In which, of carths an army might be loſt, _ 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 
Amid thoſe ſovercign glories of the ſkies, 

Of independent, native luſtre, proud 

The ſouls of ſyſtems! and the lords of life, | 
Through their wide empires !—What behold I now? 
A wilderneſs of wonders burning round 

Where larger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres, 

Perhaps the villas of deſcending gods! 

Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun; 

?Tis but the threſhold of the DEITY ; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ſtill 3 
Grovelling in elevation few can reach! 

Nor is it ſtrange 3 I built on a miſtake | 
The grandeur of his works, whence Folly ſought 
For aid, to Reaſon ſets his glory higher; | 


Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him); | 


O where Loxexzo ! muſt the Builder dwell? _ 
Pauſe, then; and, for a moment, here reſpire— 
If human tkought can keep its ſtation here. (thou, 
Where am [2—where is earth ?——Nay, where art 
O Sun?—Ts the ſun turn'd recluſe ?—and are 
His boaſted expeditions ſhort to mine? | 
To mine, how ſhort ! On Nature's Alps I ſtand, 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath! 
A thouſand ſyſtems! as a thouſand grains! 
Fo much a ſtranger, and ſo late arriy'd, 


How 
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Ilow can man's curious ſpirit not inquire, 
What are the natives of this world ſublime, 
Of this ſo foreign, unterreſtrial ſphere, 
"Where mortal, untranflated never ſiray'd ? 
O ye, as diſtant from my little home 

As ſwifteſt ſun-beams in an age can ay | 

Far from my native element [ roam, 
In queſt of new, and wonderful, to man. 
What province this, of his immenſe domain, 
Whom all obeys? Or mortals 1 or gods? 
Ye bord'rers on the coaſts of bliſs! what are you 
A colony from heaven? or, only rais'd, 
By frequent viſit from heav'n's neigh) ring realms, 
To ſeconcary gods, and half divine? 
Whate'er your nature, this is paſt diſpute, 
Far other life you live, far other tongue 
You talk, far other thought, per haps, you think, 
Than man. How variovs are the ks of God! 
But ſay, what thought? is reaſon here inthron'd 
And abiolute ? or ſenſe in arms againſt her? 
Have you two lights? or need you no reveal'd? 
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 
And had your Eden an abſtemious Eve? 
Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 
And aſk their AAS. Who would not be wile ? 
| Or, if your mother tell, are you redcem'd ? 

And if redeem'd, —is your Redeemer ſccrn'd ? 
Is this your final reſidence? If not, 

Change you your ſcene, tranilated : ? or by a 1 
| And if by death; What d-ath !{—Know you diſezſe? 
Or horrid war ?---- With war, this fatal hour, 
EurGcPa groans (ſo call we a ſmall field, 
Where kings run mad.) In our world, death deputes 
Intemperance to do tlie work of age; 
And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him, 
As dow of SOUL, tor diſpatch 
Mm | Sends 


* 
= 


274 | | Tur Cons0LATION. 


And bloodſhed waſh out ev'ry other ſtain ?---- 


But you, perhaps, can't bleed: from matter grofe 
Vour ſpirits clean, are delicately. clad 


In fine-ſpun æther; privileg'd to ſoar, 
: Unloaded, uninfected. How unlike 
The · lot of man How few of human race 
By theivown mud unmunder'd ! how we wage 
Self war eternal - Is your painful day 
Of hardy conflict o'er? or, are you {II 
Raw candidates at ſchool? and have you thoſe 


Who diſaffect reverſions, as with us? 


But what are we? You never heard of man, 

Or earth; the bediam of the univerſe ! 

Where reaſon (undiſeas'd with you) runs mad, 
And nurſes folly's children as her own; 

Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 
Of holineſs, where reaſon is pronounc'd 
Infallible ; and thunders, like a god ; 
Ev'n ther e, by ſaints, the demons are outdone: 
What theſe think wrong, our ſaints refine to right 
And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts 


- SaTaAx, inſtructed, o'er their morals ſmiles. 


But this how range to you, who know not man! 


Has the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

Call'd here EL IIA, in his flaming car? 

Paſs'd by you the good ExOCH, on his road 

To thoſe fair fields, whence Lucirer was hurl'd; 
Who bruſh'd, perhaps, your ſphere, in his deſcent, 
Stain'd your pure cryſtal æther, or let fall _ 
A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? 

l. that the fiend had lodg'd in ſome broad orb 


Night 9. 
Sends ſorth imperial butchers; bids them ſlay 
Their ſheep, (the filly theep they fleecd before), 
And toſs him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 


Sit all your executioners on thrones? _ 
With you, can rage for plunder make a Cop? 
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Athwart his way, nor reach'd his preſent home; 
Then blacken'd earth with footſteps foul'd in hell, 
Nor waſh'd in ocean, as from Rome he pas d 
To Britain's iſle; too, too conſpicuous there! 

But tis is all Gigr eſſion.— Where is He, - 

That o' heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, ande hains, and darknets ? Where is He, 
Who ſees creution's ſummit in a vail? 
He, whom, while man is man, he can't but ſeek 3 
And if he finds, commences more than man? 
O for a teleſcope his throne to reach ! | 
Tei] me, ye icarn'd on earth! or bleſs'd above! 
Ye ſearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell, 


| Where. your great Maſter's orb? his planets, where ? 


Thoſe conſcious ſatellites, thoſe morniag-itars, 
Firit-born of DELTY.! from central love, 

By veneration moſt profound, thrown off; 

By ſweet attraction, no leſs ſtrongly drawn ; 
Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ſerene; 
Pait thought illuſtrious, but with borrow'd beams; 


In ſtill approaching cireles, {till nete, 


Revolving round the ſun's eternal Sire! 


Or ſent, in lines direct. on embaſſies 
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To nations.—in what latitude?---Beyond 
Terreſtrial: thought's horizon ?--- And on what 
High errands ſent ?-—-Here human effort ends; 


And leaves me {till a ſtranger to his throne. 


Full well it might! I quite miſtook- my road, 
Born in an age more curious, than devout: 
More fond to fix che place of heaven or hell, 
Than ſtudious this to ſhun, or that iccure. 
is not the curious, but the pious path, 


That leads me to my pant. LORENZZO! know, 


Without or ſtar, or angel, for their guide, 
Who worſhip GOD, {hall tind hin. Humble love, 
not proud reaſon, keeps the door of heaven; 
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Love finds admiffion, where proud Science fails, 
Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart 
And not to loſe his plummet in the depths 
| Of Nature, or the more protound of GOD. 
| Kither to know, is an attempt that ſets 
' he witeſt on a level with the fool. 
To fathom Nature (ill-attempted here!) 
Paſt doubt, 1s deep philoſophy above: 
} Higher degrees in bliſs archangels take, 
1 As deeper Jearn'd ; the deepeſt, learning ſtill 
ö For, what a thunder of omnipotence | 
(So night [ dare to ſpeak:) is ſeen in all! 
In Man ! in Earth ! in more amazing ſkies ! 
Texting this leſſon, Pride is loth to learn. 
+ Not deeply to «liſcern, not much to know, . 
Mankind was born to Wonder and Adore.” 
And is there cauſe for higher wonder ſtill, 
4 Than that which ſtruck us from our paſt ſurveys ? i 
Rf Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
. Have I learn'd nothing ?—Yes, Lozenzo! 
1 Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe 3 
1 ſaw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe vile. 
And heard Hoſannas ring throughevery ſphere, . 
Ho {:minary fraugitt with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is conſecrated ground, 
Teeming with growth immortal, and divine. | 
The great Proprictor's all- bounteous hand 
; | Leaves nothing waſte z but ſows theſe fiery fields - 
p With ſeeds of reaſon, which to virtues re 


| 
| 
| 
Beneath his genial ray; and, if e ſcap'd 
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"The peſtilential blaſts of tubborn will, 
"When grown mature, are gather'd for the ſkies. - 
| And is devotion thought too much on earth, 
il When beings, ſo ſuperior, homage boaſt, . 
| And triumph in proſtration to the Throne? 
| 28 | 
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But whereſore more of planets, or of ſtars? 
Ethereal journeys, and, dilcover'd there, 
Ten thouſand worlds, ten thouſand ways devout 2 
All nature ſending incenſe to the Threne, 
Except the bold Logexzo's of our ſphere ? 
Op'ning the ſolemn ſources of my toul, 
Since I have pour'd, like teign'd Fridanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming ſkics, 
Nor ſee. of fancy, or of ſact; what more 


Invites the muſe.—here turn we, and review 


Our paſt nocturnal landicape wide ;—then, ſay, 
Say, then, Lorexzo . with what! ur ſt of heart, 
The whole, at once, revolving in lis thon; zht, 
Muſt man exclaim, adoring, and aghaſt; 
O what a root! O what a branch is here! 
© O what a father: what a family! 
© Worlds | ſyſtems! and creations and creations, 
In one agglomerated cluſter, hung, 
** Great VINE! on Thee, on Thee the cluſter hangs; 
© The filial cluſter ! infinitely ſpread 
© In glowing globes, with various being fraught s 
* And drinks (nectareous draught!) immortal life. 
0 "Ons 8 ſhall I fay (for who can tay enough 2) 

„A conſtellation. of ten thouiand gems, 
* (And, O! of what dimenſion ! of what weight 9 
© Set in one ſignet, flames on the right hand 
© Of Majeſty Divine! the blazing ſeal, 
That deeply ſtamps, on all creajed mind, 
© Indelible, his ſov'reign attributes, 
Omnipotence, and Love: that paſling bound, 
And this ſurpaſſing that. Nor ſtop we here, 
* For want of power in GOD, but thought in Man. 
Even this acknowledg'd, leaves us Rill in debt; 


1 


*- John xv. 1. 
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If greater æught, that greater all is Thane, 

© Dread Sire Accept this miniature of Thee; 
And pardon an aticmpt from mortal thought, 

„In Wich archangels might bave faild, unblam'd.“. 

How ruch 1dcas of th” * LMIGHTY's power, 

And ſuch ideas of th ALMIGHTY's plan, 

(Ideas not ablurg) diftend the thought 
Of fecble mortals ! Nor of them alone! 
The fulneſs of the DEITY breaks forth 
In inconceivables to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought; 32 
Hcw low muſt man deſcend, when gods adore .— 
Have I not, then, accompliſh d my proud boaſt ? 
Did I not tell thee, + We would mount, Logenzo ! 

And kindle our devotion at the ſtars.“ 

And have I fail'd? and did I flatter:thee ? 

And art all adamant ? and doſt confute 
All urg'd, with one irrefrag ble ſmile? 
Lortnxzo! mirth how miſcrable here! 
Swear by the ſtars, by HIM who made them, ſwear, 
Thy heart, henceforth, . ſhall be as pure as they: 
Then thou, like them, ſhalt ſhine ; like 2 thalt riſe” 
From low to lofty : : from abſcure:! to bright ; 
By due gradation, Nature's ſacred law. 
The ſtars, from whence ;—Aſk Chaos, — he can tell. 
Theſe bright temptations to idolatry, . 
From Darkneſs and Confuſion took their birtli; 
Sons of Deformity! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firſt they roſe to maſles rude 3 
And then, to ſpheres opaque ; then dimly ſhone ; 
Then brighten'd ; tlien- blaz'd out in perfect day. 
Nature delights in progreſs ; in advance 
From worſe to better : but, when minds aſcend, 
Progreſs, in part, depends upon themſelves. _ 
Heaven aias exertion ; greater makes tlic Lrea Th 
The voluntary little leilens more. 


* 
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O be a man! and thou malt he a god! 
And half ſelf. made !—ambition how divine! 
O thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone! | 
Still undevout? unxindled !—ihough high-taught, 
School'd by the ſkies 3 and pupil vi the ſtars; 
Rank coward to the faſhionable world! 
Arc thou aſham'd to bend thy knee to heaven? 
. Curs'd fume of pride, exhal'd from deepeſt hell! 
Pride in religion is man's highett praiie. 
Bent on deſtruction! and in love wich death! 
Not all theſe luminaries, quench'd at once, 
Were half fo ſad as one benignted mind, 
Which gropes for Happineſs and meets Deſpair. 
How, like.a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimm'ring tapers, ſilent ſits! | 
How ſorrowful, how deivlate, ſhe weeps 
Perpetual dews, and ſaddens Nature's ſcene! 
A ſcene more ſad ſin makes the darken'd ſoul ; 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
Tho” blind of heart, ſtill open is thine eye: 
Why iuch magnificence in all thou ſeeſt? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
.To tell the rational, who gazes on it, 
© Though that immenſely great, itill greater he, 
© Whole breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
© Unburden'd, Nature's univerſal ſcheme ; | 
Can graſp Creation with a ſingle thought z 
© Creation graſp 3 and not exclude its SIRE,'— 
To tell him farther, — It behoves him much 
To guard th' important, yet depending, fate, 
© Of being, brighter than a thouſand ſuns 
One ſingle ray of thought outſhines them all. — 
And if man hears obedi: &'. ſoon he'll ſoar 
Superior heights, and on nis purple wing, 
His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold, 


Riſing, 
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Rifing, where thought is now deny'd to riſe, 

Look down triumphant on theſe dazzling ſpheres. 

Why then perſut? No mortal ever liv d, 

But, dying, he-pronoune'd (when words are true!) 

The who's that charms thee, abſolutely vainz 

Van, id far worſe !—think thou, with dyi ng men; 
O condeſcend to think as angels think! 

O tolerate a chance for happineſs: 

Our nature ſuch, ill choice enſures ill fate 

Aud hell had been, though there had — no Go. 5 
Hoſt thou not know, wy new aſtronomer! 
Earth, turning from the fun, brings night to man? 


Man, turning from his Gop, brings endleſs night; \ 
Where thou canſt read no morals, find no friend, 7 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 1 
How deep the Garknels! and the groan, how loud! 7 
And ſar, how far, from lambent are the flames! _ 4 
Such is Lonezo) s purchaſe ! ſuch his praile : C 
The proud, the politic LoREnzo's praiſc! A 
Though in his car, and levell'd at his heart, F- 
I've half read o'er the volume of the ſkies. 8 
For think not thou hait heard all this from me; | 1 
My ſong but echoes what great Nature ſpeaks. J 
What has ſhe fpoken ? Thus the goddeſs ſpoke, O 
Thus ſpeaks for ever: — Place at Nature's head, 4:4 
© A ſov'reign, who o'er all things rolls his eye, | Az 
© Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 14 
But, above all, diftuſes endleſs good; _ . 
T's whom, for ſure redreſe, the wrong'd may fly * 
The vile, for mercy 3 and the pain'd, for peace, | T 
© By whom, the various tenants of theſe {phercs, = 
+ Diverſify'd 1 in fortunes, place, and powers, 8 
© Rais'd in enjoyment, as in vw th they rides. 1 
© Arrive at length, (if worthy ſuch approach) 4 


At that bleſs'd fountain head from which they ſtream; ( 


© And 


< Where conflict paſt redoudles preſent | joy : 


Tyr Conso0LATION. 


And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe, 
And that on more; no period! ev'ry ſteps 
A double boon! a promiſe, and a bliſs.” | 
How eaſy fits this ſcheme on human hearts! 4 
It ſuits their make; it fooths their vaſt deſires; 

Paſſion is pleas'dz and Reaſon aſks no more; 

Tis rational! *tis great but what is thine? 

It darkens; ſhocks! excruciates ! and confounds ! 

Leaves us quite naked, both of help and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worſe; few years, the ſport 

Of Fortune; then, the morſel of Deſpair. 

Say, then, LORENZO! (for thou know'ſt it well), 
What's vice Mere want of compaſs in our thought, 
Religion, what ? the proof of common ſenſe, 

How art thou hooted, where the leaſt prevails 1 
Is it my fault, if theſe truths call thee fool ? 
And thou ſhalt never be miſcall'd by me. 
Can neither ſhame, nor terror, ſtand thy friend * 
And art thou ſtill an inſect in the mire? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown 
Snateh'd thee from earth; eſcorted thee through all 
Ti æthereal armies ! walk'd thee, like a god, 
Through ſplendours of firſt magnitude, arrang 'd 
On either hand; ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
Cloſe-cruis'd on the bright Paradiſe of Gop ; 
And almoſt introduc'd thee to the Throne! 
And art thou {till carouſing, ſor delight, 
Rank poiſon : firſt, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then ſubſiding into final call: ? 
To beings of ſablime, immortal make, 
How ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end is ſure ! 
Such. joy more ſhocking ſtill, the more it charms ! 
And doſt thou chuſe what onds, e' er well begun. 
And infamous, as ſhort? and doit thou ehuſe 
ms (Thou, to whoſe palate glory is fo ſwest) 
| To wade into perdition, through contempt, 
\nd | Nn Net 


282 Tx CURA T ION. Night 9. 


Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 

For I have Peep 'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And ſeen it bluth beneath a boaſiful brow 3 
For, by ſtrong Gailt's moſt violent aſſault, 

Conſcience is but diſabled, not deſtroy'd. 
O thou moſt awful being z! and molt vain! 
Thy will, how frail! how glori ious is thy power! 
Though dread Eter nity has ſown her ſeeds 
Of bliſs, and woe, in thy deſpotic breaſt 3 | 
Though heaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice; 
A butterfly comes 'crols, and both are fled. 
Is this the picture of a rational? 
This horrid image, ſhall it be more juſt? 
LORENZO! No: it cannot? —ſhall not be, | 
If there is force in reaſon 4 or in ſounds. 


Chanted bencath the glimpſes of the moon, 
A magie, at this planetary kour, < 
When {lumber Jocks the gen'ral lip, and dreams 3 
Through ſenſeleſs mazes hunt ſouls uninſpir'd. c 
Attend—The ſacred myfteries begin— — | c 
My ſolemn Night-born adjuration hear; = 
Hear, and I'll raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt 3 0 
While the ſtars gaze on this enchantment new; F 
Inchantment, ** infernal, but divine! 0 4 
+ By Silence, Deaths peculiar attribute; 6. 


By Darkneſs, Guilt's inevitable doom; 
By Darkneſs, and by Silence, ſiſters dread! : 
That draw the curtain round Night's ebon thrones 
And raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſcene ; 
© By NIGHT), and all of awful, Night preſents 


5 
C 
c 
6 
C 
© To thought, or ſenſe, (of awful, much to both, 0 
a 
c 
& 
0 
0 


The goddeſs bringe!) By theſe her trembling fires, 
„Like Veſta's, cver-burning; and, like hers, 
© Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 
© By theſe bright orators, that prove, cn 28 
And preſs thee to revere, the DEITY | 
& Perhaps, 


C hd 


95 


Br ſecend Chaos; and eternal Night.“ 
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© Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 
© To reach his throne ; as ſages of the foul, _ 


Through which, at diff'rent periods, the that! Pa ſa, 


0 Refining gradual, for her final height, 
* And-purging off ſome roſs at every ſphere! 
* By this dark pall, thrown o'er the ſilent world! 
* By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt renown'd, 
From thort Ambicion's zenith ſet for ever; 
© Sad preſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom! 
© By the long liſt of {wift mortality, 
From ApaM downward to this ev'ning knell, 
© Which midnight waves in Fancy's ſtartled eye; 


+ And ſhocks her with an hundred centurics 


© Round Death's black. banner throng'd in Human | 
6 thought ! 


© By thouſands, now, reſigning their laſt br cath, 


And calling, thee,—wert thou ſo wile to hear! 


hy tombs o'er tombs ariſing; human carth, 
© Kjected, to make room for—human earth 


© The monarch's terror! and the ſexton's wade LY 
By pompous obſequies, that ſhun the day, 
The torch funcreal, and the nodding plume, 
© Which makes Poor man's humiliation proud; 


<4 Boaſt of our ruin! triumph of our duſt! 


Hy the damp vault that wecps o'er royal bones; 
And the pale lamp, that ſhews the ghaſtly dead. 
More ghaſtly through the thick incumbent gloom! 

& By viltts (if they are) from darker ſecnes, 

The gliding ſpectre ! and the groaning grove! 

© By groans, an gra ves, and miſeries chat groan 
For the grave's ſhelter: By deſponding men, 

* Senlelels to pains of death, from pangs of guilt! 
By Guilt's laſt audit! By you moon in blood, 

© The rocking firmament, the falling ſtars, 

And thunder's laſt diſcharg ge, great Nature's knell! 


NAU 2 | © Þs 
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Be wiſe,—nor let ParLaxper blame my charm ; 
But own not ill-diſcharg'd my double debt, 
Love to the living; duty to the dead. 
For know, l'm but executor; he left 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er 
By his command; PniLAN DER hear in me; 
And heaven in both. If death to thele, Oh! bear 
FLorELLo's tender voice; his weal depends 
On thy reſolve; it trembles at thy choice z 
For his ſake—Jove thyſelf: example firikes 
All human hearts; a bad example, more; 
More ſtill, a father's ; ; that enſures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldit thou prove 
Th' unnat'ral parent of his miſeries, 
And make him curſe the being which thou giv'|t? 
Is this the blefling of ſo fond a father? - 
If careleſs of Lorenzo! ſpare, Oh! ſpare, 
FLORELLO' s father, and PriLanDER's friend; 
 FroreLLo's father ruin'd, ruins him 
And from Pz1LanDR's ſriend the world expects 
A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. 
Let Paſſion do what nobler motive ſhould; | 
Let Love, and Emulation, riſe in aid | : 
To Reaſon; and perſuade thee to beben d. 
This ſcems not a requeſt to be deny do; 
Yet (ſuch the infatuation of mankind !) 
Tis the moſt hopeleſs man can make to man. 
Shall I, then, rite in argument, and warmth ? 
And urge Philander's poſthumous advi ice, 
From topics yet unbroach' d? 
But Oh! I faint! my ſpirits fal!—Nor ſtrange; 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime; 
To which my great Creator's glory call'd; 
And calls but, now, in vain. Slcep's dewy wand 
Has ſtrok'd my drooping lids, and promiſes 
(If my fond w hes arc not flatterers) 


My 


nd 
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My long arrcar of reſt; the downy god of | 


Wont to return with our returning peace, 
Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repoſe. 


2 
8 
Q 
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Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger! from the peaſant's cot, 

The ſhip-boy's hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
{hence forrow never chat d thee: with thee brin 
ot hideous viſions, as of late ; but draughts 

Delicious of well-taſted, cordial reſt ; 

Man's rich reſtorative ; "his balmy bath, 

That ſupples, lubricates, and keeps in play, 

The various movements of this niee machine, 

Which aſks ſuch frequent periods of repair. 

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 

Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 

Freth we ſpin on, till Sickneſs clogs our wheels, 

Or Dcath quite breaks the ſpring, and motion ends. 

When will it end with me ? 


* THOU only know'ſt, 


© Thou, whoſe broad eye the future, and the palt, 


Joins to the preſent ; ; making one of three, 

To mortal thought . Thou know'ſt, and Thou alonef 

All-knowing. —allunknow n and yet well-known! 

Near, though remote! and though unfathom'd, felt! 

And, "though inviſible, for ever ſeen ! 

And ſeen in all ! The great, and the minute; 

Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

Fach flow'r, each leaf, with its ſmall people ſwarm'd, 

© (Thoie puny vouchers of Omnipotence! 

© To the firit thought, that atl:s, * From whence : » 
declare 

© Their common ſource. Thou fountain running 0 o'er 

© In rivers of communicated joy! | 

© Who gav'ſt us ſpecel, for far, far humbler themes ! 


- 


Say, by what name ſhall [ preſume to call 


© Him l ſee burning 1 in theſe countlets ſuns, 
+ As Motes, in the buth ? IIluſtrious mind! 


Fhe 
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© The whole creation, leſs, far Jeſs to thee, 
© Than that to the creation's ample round. 


© How ſhall I name Thee ?—How my lab'ring ſoul 
© Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth !. 


Great ſyſtem of perfections! mighty cauſe . 

© Of cauics, mighty cauſe uncaus'd ! ſole root 
Of nature, that Iuxuriant growth of GOD! 

c Firſt father of effects! that progeny 

© Of endleſs ſeries; where the golden chain's. 

© Laſt link admits a period, who can tel] ? 
Father of all that is or heard, or hears !. 

© Father of all that is or ſeen, or ſees ! 
© Father of all that is, or ſhall ariſe ! 

© Father of this immeaſurable maſs 

Of matter multiform; or denſe. or rare !. 

© Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reſt; 5 
Minute, or paſſing bound! in each extreme 

© Of like amaze, and myſtery, to man. 

Father of theſe bright millions of the Night! 

© Of which the leaſt, full Godhead had proclaim'd, 
© And thrown the gazer on his knee—Or ſay, 

© Is appellation higher ſtill, thy choice? 

Father of matter's temporary lords! 

Father of ſpirits! nobler offspring! ſparks 
Ol high paternal glory; rich endow'd 

With various meaſures, and with various modes 
Of inſtinct, reaſon, intuition z beams 
More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 
The dark of matter organiz'd, (the ware 
Of all created ſpirit); beams, that riſe 
© Each over ether in ſuperior light, 
Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong, re 
© (in the throne's full effulgence colour'd high), 
© Of next approach to Godhead, Father fond 
(Far fonder than e'er bore that name on carth) 


Of intelleRual beings : beings bleſs'd 


© With 
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* With pow'rs to pleaſe Thee; not of paſſive ply 

* To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in ſeats 

Of welladaptcd joys, in different domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy ſons 

© Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 

© Though boundleſs habitation, plann'd by Thee; 

Whole ſeveral clans their ſeveral climates fuit ; 

And tranſpolition, doubtleſs, would deſtroy. 

* Or, Oh! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

© A title, leſs auguſt indeed, but more 

* Endearing; ah! how ſweet in human ears! 

* Sweet in our ears! and triumph in our hearts! 

Father of Immortality to man! 

A theme that * lately ſet my ſoul on fire. _ 

And Thou the next! yet equal! Thou, by whom 

© That bleſling was convey'd! far more was bought! 

© Inettable the price! by whom all worlds 5 

© Were made; and one, redeem'd! illuſtrious light 

* From light illuſtrious! Thou, whoſe regal power, 

© Finite in time, but infinite in ſpace. | 

© On more than adamantine baſis fix'd, | 

© Ofer more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 

© Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods! 

And Oh! the friend of man! beneath whoſe foot, 

* And by the mandate of whoſe awful nod, 

© All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

© Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

Through the ſhort channels of expiring Time, 

Or ſhoreleſs ocean of Eternity, 

Calm or tempeſtuous (as thy Spirit breathes) 

In abſolute ſub'eftion !—- And oh! Thou 

The glorious Taird ! diſtinct, not ſeparate! 

* Beaming from both! with both incorporate! 
:-..5.And 


te ett. 
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And (ſtrange to tell !) incorporate with duſt ! 
* By condelgentiol, as thy glory, great; 
_ © Enfhrin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 
"F * Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 
= Of heaven with diſtant earth! by whom, I truſt 
© (If not inſpir'd). uncenſur'd this addreſs 
To Thee, to Them To whom ?— Myſterious power! 
© Reveal'd, —yet ubreveal'd' Darkneſs in light! 
il Number in unity! our joy! our dread! 
| * The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 
© That animates all right, the triple ſun ! 
© Sun of the ſoul ! her never-ſetting ſun! 
f * Friune, unutterabie, unconceiv'd, 
, © Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, Great God, 
| © Greater than greateſt ! better than the beſt! ! 
© Kmader than kindeſt! with ſoft Pity's eye, 
| Or (ſtronger ſtill to ſpeak it) with thine own, 
1 From thy bright home, from that high firmament, 
q © Where thou, from all eternity; haſt dwelt z F 
| © Beyond archangels unaſliſted ken; 
© From far above whac mortals hi cheſt call; 
© From Elevation's pinnacle ; Jook down, 
© Through— What! Conſounding interval! Thro' all 
© And more than lab'ring Fancy can conceive ; 
1 © Through radiant ranks of eſſenees unknown; 
5 6 Through hierarchies from hierarchies detaeh'd, 
| © Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
With endleſs change of rapt rous duties fir'd 
* Through wondrous. beings' interpoſing ſwarms, 
© Al] cluſt'ring at the call. to dwell in Thee; 
© Through this wide waſte of worlds z this viſta vaſt, 
All ſanded ver with ſuns; ſuns turn'd to night 
© Before thy feebleſt keam—dook down—down—dowR 
On a poor breathing particle in duſt, 
Or, lower,—2n immortd] in his crimes. 
8 „His erimes forgive! for give his virtues too! 
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Thoſe ſmaller faults ; half converts to the right. 
Nor let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never more 
May 1ce the fun, (though Night's deſcending ſcale 
Now weighs up morn.) unpity'd, and unbleſs'd! 
In thy diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain: 

Pain, our averſion; pain, which ſtrikes me now; 
And, ſince all pain is ter rible to man, 

Though tranſient, terrible; at thy good hour, 
Gently, ah gently ! lay me in my bed, 

My clay cold-bed ! by nature, now, 2 naar; 
By nature, near; {lll nearer by diſeaſe! 

Till then be this an emblem of my grave; 

Let it out-preach the preacher : every night 

Let it outcry the boy at Philip's ear | 
That tongue of death! that herald of the tomb ! 
And when (the ſhelter of thy wing implor' d) 

My ſenſes, ſooth'd, ſhall fink in ſoft repoſe; 

O fink this truth AV deeper in my foul, 


Suggeſted by my pillow, ſign'd by Fate, 


Firit, in Fate's volume, at the Page oi Man, 
Man's ſickly ſoul, though turn'd and toſs'd for ever, 
From file to ſide, can reſt on nought but Thee; 
Here, in ſull truſt: hereafter, in full joy; 

On Thee, the promis'd, ſure, eternal down 

Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel through this vale, 

Nor of that pillow ſhall my ſoul deſpond; 

For.— Love almighty ! Love almighty (ng, 

Exult, Creation!) Love almighty reigns : 

That death of Dcath ! that cordial of Deſpair 

And loud Eternity's triumphant ſong! 


Of whom, no more i—tor, O Thou Patron-God ! 


Thou God, and Mortal! thence more God to man! 
Man's theme eternal man's eternal theme ! 
Thou canſt not *ſcape uninjur'd from our praiſe. 
Uninjur 4 from our praiſe can He eſcape, 
Who, di ſemboſom'd from the Father, hows © 
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* The heaven of heavens, to kiſs the diſtant earth! 
* Breathes out in agonics a finful ſoul ! 
* Againſt the croſs, Death's iron ſceptre breaks! 
From famiſh'd Ruin plucks her human prey! 
* Throws wide the gate celeſtial to his foes! 
© Their gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſs debt, 
© Deputes their ſuff*ring brothers to receive! 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fails; 
© As deeper guilt prohibits our deſpair ! 
© Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice . | 
© And, (to cloſe all,) omnipotently kind, 
+ * Takes his delights among the ſons of men.“ 

What words are theſe !—And did they come from 
| heav'n? | | 
And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty man? 
What are all myſteries to love like this? 
The ſong of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are waſted in the ſound; 
Heal and cxhilarate the broken heart, 
Though plung'd, before, in horrors dark as nights 
Rich prelibation of conſummate joy! 
Nor wait we diſſolution to be bleis'd. 
This final effort of the moral muſe, 
How juſtly Þ titled ! Nor for me alone; 
For all that read; what ſpirit of ſupport, _ 
What heiglits of conſolation, crown my ſong ! 

Then farewell Night! of darkneſs, now, no more: 
Joy breaks, ſhines, Pa tis eternal day. 
Shall that which riſes out of nowght complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endleſs joys ? 
My ſoul ! henceforth, in ſweeteſt union join 
The two ſupports of human happineſs, 
Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet © 
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True taſte of life, and conſtant thought of death; 
The thought of death, tole victor of its dread ! 
Hope be thy joy: and probity thy i{killy 
Thy patron he, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heaven; Eternity, thy prize; 
And leave the racers of the world their own, 
Their feather, and their froth, for endleſs toils: 
They part wick all for that which is not bread z 
They mortify, they ſtarve, on wealth, fame, power, 
And laugh to ſcorn the fools that aim ac more. 
How mult a ſpirit, late eſcap'd from earth, 
Suppole PaiLaxDeR's, Lvcia's, or NaRCissa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye, 
Look back, aſtoniſb'd, on the ways of men, 
| Whoſe Jives' whole drift is to forget their graves ! 
And when our preſent privilege is paſt, 
To ſcourge us with due ſenſe of its abuſe, 
The ſame aſtoniſhment will ſeize us all, 
What then muit pain us, would preſerve us now, 
LoRexzo O! 'tis not yet too late: LoRenzo : 
Setze wiſdom, e'er tis torment to be wiſe 3 
That is, ſeize Wiſdom, e'er ſhe ſeizes thee. 
For, what, my ſmall philoſopher ! is hell? 
Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth, 
When Truth, reſiſted long, is {worn our foe 
And calls Eternity to do her right. 
Thus, Darkneſs aiding intellectual light, 
And ſacred filence whiſp'ring truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 
My ſong the midnight-raven has outwing'd, 
And ſhot, ambitious of unbounded ſcenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
f Fancy, when our hearts remain below? 
irtue abounds in Hatterers, and Toes 3 
!1s pride, to praiſe her; pennance. to perſorm. 
O 2 T's. 
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To mere than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo! riſe, at this auſpicious hour; 

An hour, when heaven's molt intimate with man; 
When, like a falling ſtar, the ray divine 

Glides ſwift into the boſom of the juſt; 

Ayd juſt are all, determin'd to reclaim 3 

Which ſets that title high, within tay reach. 

Awake, then: thy PaiLaxbeR calls. Awake! 
Thou, who fhalt wake, when the creation ſleæeps; 
When, like a taper, all theſe ſuns expire z 

When Time. like him of Gaza in his wrath, 
Plucking the pillars that ſupport the world, 

In nature's ample ruins lies entomb'd; 

And midnight, univerſal midnigitt, reigns : 


PARAPHRASE 
ON 
Part of the Book of JOB. 


T* ICE happy Job long liv'd in regal ſtate, 


Nor ſaw the ſumptuous caſt a prince ſo great; 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 

And ills on ills ſucceed; a dreadful train! 

What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The (word wide-waſting, the reproachtul tongue, 
And ſpotted plagues, that mark d his Jimb; all o rr 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? 
A change ſo ſad, what mortal lieart could bear? 
Exhauſted wo had left him nou ght to fear; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he preſs'd, 
Wept in the duft, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt. 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ; - 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent 3 $ 
A debt of rev'rence to diſtreſs ſo great! 
Then Job contain'd no more; but curs'd his fate. 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light, | 
He wiſhes ſunk in thades of endleſs night, 5 
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And blotted from the year; nor fears to erave 

Death, inſtant death; impatient for the grave, 

That ſeat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 

Where reit and mortals are no longer toes ; 

Where counſellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings 
(O happy turn!) no more are wretched things. 

His werds were daring, and diſpleas'd his friends; 

His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 

And now they kindled into warm debate, 

And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat 

Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 

And ſummon all their reaſon to the field: 

So high at length their arguments were wrought, 

They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought; z 

A pauſe enſued. —When, lo! heaven interpos'd, 

And awfully the long contention clos'd. 

Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurpriſe, 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies: 

(They ſaw and trembled !) From the darkneſs broke 

A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke. 

Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold nad vain, 

Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign? 

Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 

And tells the world's Creator what is juſt? 

Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 

Face my demand, and give it a reply: 

Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth! 

Who laid foundations for the ſpacious Earth? 

Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine? 

Who fix'd the corner-ſtone 2 What hand, declare, 

Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air; 

When the bright morning-ſtars in concert ſung, 

When heav'n's high arch with loud hoſannas rung; 

When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 

And the wide coneave thunder'd with the Pound: : 

Farth's 
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Farth's num'rous kingdoms, haſt thou view'd them all 2 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its ſhadow into diitant lands ? 
Who, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 
I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow'd fide, 
And did a baſon for the floods provide; 
I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea, 
Work'd up in tempeſts, hears my great decree 
< Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd 5 
And here, O main, be thy proud billows ſtaid. 
Haſt thou explor' d the ſecrets of the deep; 
Where ſhut from ule, unnumber'd treaſures ſleep; 
Where, down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 
Hlath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 
Death's inmoſt chambers didit thou ever ſee ? 
_Eer knock at his tremendous gate, and wade, 
To the black portal thro' th' incumbent fhade ? 
Deep are thoſe ſhades ; but ſhades ſtill deeper hide 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 
Where dwells the light? in what refulgent dome? 
And where has darkneſs made her diſmal home? 
Thou know'ft, no doubt, ſince thy large heart is fraught 
With ripen'd wiſdom through long ages brought, 
Since nature was call'd forth when thou waſt by, 
And into being roſe beneath thine eye! 
Are miſts begotten? Who their father knew? 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew? 
To bind the ſtream by night, what hand can boaſt, 
Or whuen morning with the hoary froſt ? 
| Whoſe powerful breath, from northern regions blown, 
Touchęs the ſea, and turns it into Kone ? 
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A ſudden deſert ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 

And lays one half of the creation waile : 

_ 'Thou know'it me not; thy blindnels cannot ſee 

How vait a diitance parts thy God from thee. 

Canſt thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? Canit thou 

In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 

And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 

Put forth thy hand*and ſhade the world with night? 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll 

Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? 

Who can reireſh the burning {andy plain, 

And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain ? 

Who in rough deſerts, far from human toil, 

Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation fmile ? _ 

There blooms the roſe where human face ne'er ſhone, 

And fpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. | | 
To check the ſhow'r, who lifts his hand on high, 

And ſhuts the ſluices of th' exhauſted {ky, 

When earth no longer mourns her gaſping, veins, 

Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains 

But, new in life, a cheerful proſpect yields 

Of thining rivers, and of verdant fields; 

When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 

And earth and heaven are fill'd with rich perfume. 
Halt thou cer ſcal'd my wintry ſkies, and ſcen 

Of hail and ſnows my northern magazine ? 

Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 

My fund of vengeance for the day of war, . 

When clouds, rain, death, and fiorms, at my command, 

Rage through the world, or waite a guilty Jan, 
Who taught the rapid winds to fly fo faſt, 

Or ſhakes the centre with his eaitern blaſt? 

Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour? 

Who ſtrikes through Nature with the ſolemn roar 

Of Jreadffl thunder, points it where to fall, 

And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 
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Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 
Falls at the ſound,/and im the ilath expires 
Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er halt the ſkies? 
Did thy reſentment hang him out? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce, from thee ? 
Wh on low'earth can moderate the rein, 
That guides the ftars along the æthereal plain? 
- Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten and ſupply their foree ? 
Canit thou the ſkies' benevolence rettrain, 1 
And caaſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, 
Thaw the cold feaſon, and unbind the year? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deflin'd ſtation know, 
And teach the bright Arctarus where to glow ? 
Aline is the Ni,cbt, with-all her ſtars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſerve in ſtore. 
Doſt thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be born, 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; 
Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 
And gl ad thy world with his obſequious ray? 
Hat Lou, inthron'd in flaming glory, driv'n 
Trump! ant round the ſpacious ring of heaven ? 
That pomp of lig Fat. what hand ſo far diplay CK 
That Gitant cartir les baiking in the blaze 
Who did the foul with her rich pow'rs inveſt, 
And light op reaſon in the human breaſt ? 
To ſhine, with freſh increaic of luſtre. 5 
When ſtars and fon are ſet in endlcis night ? 
To theſe my various queitions make” reply. 
Th' Almigh iy ipoke 3 and, ſpcaking. ſhook the ks, 
What then, (haldean fire, was thy ſurpriic ! 
Thus thou with trembling heart and downcaſt eyes: 
„Once and again, wh ich I in groans Ceptore,, 
* My tonguc has er: d; but fil] preſume ad more. 
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My voice is in eternal ſilence bound, 


And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground. 


He ceas d: WHEN, lo: againth' Almi ghty ſpoke; 


The ſame dread voice fram the black whirlwind broke. 


Can that arm meaſure with an ar m Civine? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine? 9 


Or in the hoFow of thy hand contain 


The bulk of Waters, the wide-ſprealing main. 

When, mad with tempeſt, all the billows riſe 

In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies? 
Come forth, in beauty's excellence array'd; 

And be the grandeur of thy y pow'r. «ifplay'd 3 

Put on omnipotence, "and : irowning make 

The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake z 

TDi! patch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 

Triumphant vice, "lay lofty. tyrants low, 

And crumble them to duſt. When this is done, 

] grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee: alone 

Of thee thou art, and mayſt andennted ſtand - 


Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. 


Fond man ! the vibe of a moment made | 
Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a thade ! 


What worlds haſt thou produced, what creatures fram'd, 


What inſects cheriſfid, that thy God is blam'd ? 
Wien, pain'd with hunger, the wild raven's brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 


Who hears their ery, wh grants their hoarſe requeſt, 


And ſtills the clamour of the craving neſt? 

Who in the cruel oftrich has ſubdu'd * 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude? 
While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter d eggs are found, 


Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 
Caſt out on fortune, they at merey lie, 


And borrow life from an indulgent {ky 
Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 
be) ripen under his prolific £4 
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Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread 
May cruth her young in their neglected bed. 
What time ſhe ſkims along the. field with ſpeed, 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. 
How rich the peacock. what bright Stories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun! 
He proudly ſpreads chem tg tlie golden ray, 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 
With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round d ditplays, 
And {ſlowly moves amid the waving blaze, 
Who taught the hawk to find, in ſcaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual fummer, and a change of ikies ? 
Whzn clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the foutlh,, nor fears the ſtorm bchind 3 
The ſun returning, ſhe Gena again, 
Lives, in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 
Though ſtrong the hawk, tho” pradiis' d well to fv, - 
An eagle Crops her in a ; lower ſky ; 
An eagle, when, deſerting human Goht, 
She ſceks the ſun in her unweary'd flight. 
Did thy command her yellow pinion life 
So high in air, and ſeat her on the clit, 
Where far above the world ſne dwells alone, 
And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks ber oun; 
Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread arvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 
She feaſts her young with blood, and, hov'ring o'er 
Th' unſlaughter'd hoſt, enjoys the promis'd 80 are. 
Know'ſt thou how many moone, by me atligu'd, 
Roll c' er the mountaih-goat, a = forcſt-hind: 
While Pregnant they a mother's load bali ? 
They bend in anguith, and. caſt forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailtics freed N 
Walk unſuſtain'd,, and unaſhiled feed; | * 
They live at once; foriake the dam's warm ſide; | | 
Take the vide werld, with Nature for tlisir guide, 
p 2 Bound | 
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Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek-the diſtant glade, 
Aud find a home in each delightſul ſhade. 
Will the tall Reem, which knows no lord but me, 
Bow at the crib. and aſk an alms of the? 
Submit his unworn ſhoulder tæ the yoke, . 
Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er the-furrow {ſmoke ? 
Since great his ſtrengtb, go truſt him, void of care; 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 
Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 
Didſt thou from ſervice the wild aſs diſcharge, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Through the wide Walle, his ample manſion, roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home? 
By naturg's hand magnificently fed, 
His meal is on the range of mountains WY 
As in pure air. aloft-he bounds along, 
He ſees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng 3. 
Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmocher'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 
Survey the warlike horſe! didſt thou inveſt 
With thunder, his robuſt diſtended cheſt? 
No ſenſe of. fear his dauntleſs foul allays; 
*Tis dreactul to behold his noftrils blaze 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might; 
High-rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from afar, . 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war; 
And mocks-at death and throws his foam around. 
And in a itorm-of fury ſhakes the ground; 
How does his firm, his riſing heart, advance 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance: 
While his f2Cd eye-balls-meet the. dazzling ſhield, 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field! 
He ſinks the, ſenſe of pain in gen rous pride, 
Nor feels the. ſuaft chat trembles 3 h his fide 
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But neighs to the ſhrill! trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 
But, fiercer ſtill, the lordly hon ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly, 
He clears the deſert with his rolling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command, . 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand? 
Deſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow 3 | 
And to his gloomy den the morſe] throw, 
Where bent on death lie kid his tawny brood, _ 
And, couch'd in dreadfu} ambuſh, pant for blood; 
Or, ſtretch'd on broken limbs, contume the day, 
In darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their prey? 
By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 
And laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now ſhrieks, and dying groans, the deſert fill; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws diſtil 
With crimſon foam: and, when the banquet's oer, 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore; 
In flight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 
And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt. 8 
Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſs'd his flame, 
While unprovok' d. This native of the flood © 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food 
Earth. ſinks beneath bim, as he moves along 
To ſeek the herbs, and mingle witi the throng. 
See, with what ſtrength his harden'd loins are bound, 
All over proef,. and ſhut againſt a wound. | 
How like a mountain-cedar moves his tail! 
Nor-can his camplicated ſtnews fail. 
Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs _ 
The bars of ſteel ; his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 
Giye the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 
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The mountains feed him; there the beaſts adinics. 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire; 
At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, . 
Grazz in his ſhadow, aid his cye obey. 
The tens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 
His noontide ſhelter from the burning heat; 
Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their ſhade. 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir d with drought; - 
He truſts to turn its current down his throat; 
In leſlen'd waves it creeps along the plain: 
Ile {inks a river, and he thirſts again. 

Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful ſide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide: 
With ſlender hair Leviathan command, 
And ſtretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand. 
Will he become thy ſervant? will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown? 
Or with his ſport amuſe the leiſure day, 
And, bound in ſilk, with thy ſoft maidens play? 

Shall pompous banquets {well with ſuch a prize“? 
And the bow] journey round his ample ſize? 
Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm ſcull what ſteel its way can win? 
What forceful engine can ſubduè his ikin ? ; 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might; 
The breveſt ſhrink to cowards in his fight ; 
The raſheſt dare not rouſe him up; who then 
Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 
Am I a debtor? Haſt thou ever heard 

Whence come the giſts which are on me conferr'd.? 
My lavith fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 
And mine the herds that graze a thouſand. hills: 
Zarth, ſea, and air, all nature is my owns 
And flars and fun are duſt beneath my cthrone. : 
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And dar'ſt thou with the world's great Father vie, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye ? 
At full my large Leviathan ſhall rife, 
Boah all his ſtrengen, and ſpread bis wondrous ſizes 
Who, great in arms, cer wipp'd his ng inail, 
Or crown d his triumph with a ſingle ſcale ? 
Whote heart ſuftains him to draw near? Behold, 
| Deitruction yawns; his ſpacious jaws unfold ; 
And, marſhall'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on rows: 
What hideous fangs on either lide ariſe ! 
And what a deep aby ſs between them lies! 
Mete with thy lance, and wich thy plummet ſound, 
The one how long, .the other how profound. 
His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoke from his fpread noftrils roll, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in {treams of fire, 
The rage of tempeſis, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe 3 ; 
Strength on his-ample ihoulder fits in ſtate; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete; 
His flakes of ſolid fleſh are flow to part; 
As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 
When late-awak'd, he rears him from the floods 
And, ftretching f. forth his ſtature to the clouds, 
Writhss in the fun aloft his lealy height, 
And ſtripes the Uiitant hills with tranient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread. 
'The migaty f ear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 
Large 1 is his front; and, when his burniſh'd eyes 
Lift their broad 11s, "the morning ſeems to riſe. 
In vain may d-ath in various ſhapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies 3 
The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies. 
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Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 

Sa in the tempeſt of cheir rattling ſpears 

The cumber'd ftrand their waited d ollies ſtrow; 

His ſport, the rage and labour of the fee. 

His paſtimes like a-caldron boil the flood, 

And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 

The billows ſeel him, as he works his ay z I 

His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea 

The foam high-wrought, with white, divides the green 

And diſtant ſailors point where death has been. 
His like earth bears not on her ipacious face: 

Alone in nature ſtands bis dauntleis race, 

For utter ignorance of fear renown'd, 

In wrath be rolls his baleful eye end; 

Makes ev'ry ſwoln, diſdainful heart, ſubſide, 

And holds dominion: o'er the ſons of pride. 
Then the Chaldean eas'd his lab'ring breaſt, 

With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 

© Thou canſt accomplith all things, Lord of might! 

And ev'ry thought is naked to thy fight. 

© But ch! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 

© Beyond the deepeit reach of mortal eye. 

© Oft have | heard of thine almighty power; 

But never ſaw thee till this dreadiul hour. 

© O%rwhelm'd with. ſhame, the Lord of life I ſee, 

Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee. 

Nor thall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more 

© Man was not made to queſtion, but adore, 


